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THE POET. 



PROPHETS and Poets were, of old. 
Made of the same celestial mould. 
True Poets are a saint-like race. 
And, tvith the gift, receive the grace ; 
Of their oton songs the virtue feel. 
Warmed with an heaven-enkindled zeal, 

A Poet should have heat and light. 
Of all things a capacious sight; 
Serenity with rapture joined ; 
Aims noble ; eloquence refined. 
Strong, modest; sweetness to endear ; 
depressions lively, lofty, char ; 

High thoughts; an admirable theme; 
For decency a chaste esteem ; 
Of harmony a perfect skUl; 
Just characters of good and ill; 
And all concentred — soids to please, 

m 

Instruct, inflame, melt, calm, and ease. 

Such graces can no where be found 
Except on consecrated ground : 
Where Poets fix on God their thought. 
By sacred inspiration taught; 
Where each poetic votary sings. 
In heavenly strains of heavenly things. 




POEMS FROM BISHOP KEN. 



A PRAYER. 

_. BOW my knee to God on high, 
" Father of Filial Deity, 
C To whom the bleascd owe their birth, 
' Inhabiting or heaven or earth. 

That from hia gracious glories He 
' Would dart one pardoning ray on me : 
I That by his Holy Spirit's aid, 
' My soul may be His temple made : 
That He by faith may in me dwell, 
And all terrestrial joys expel : 
That I in love may deeply root ; 
And may with all the saints compute 
All measures, length, breadth, depth, and height, 
Of his ben^n, all-Baving might ; 
That I his loves may comprehend. 
Which intellectual force txauscend. 
Filled with all plenitude divine. 
Derivable from Godhead Trine. 
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HEAVEN. 

HE saints in happy mansions rest, 
Of all they can desire possest : 
No misery, want, or care ; 

No death, no darkness there ; 

No troubles, storms, sighs, groans, or tears. 

No injury, pain, sickness, fears. 

There, saints no disappointments meet ; 

No vanities, the choice to cheat : 

Nothing that can defile ; 

No hypocrite, no gmle. 

No need of prayer, or what implies. 

Or absence, or yacuities. 

There, no ill conscience gnaws the breast : 

No tempters holy souls infest ; 

No curse, no weeds, no toil ; 

No errors to embroil ; 

No lustM thoughts can enter in. 

Or possibility of sin. 

Saints' bodies there the sun outvie, 
Tempered to feel the joys on high : 
Bright body and pure mind. 
In rapture imconfined. 
Capacities expand, till fit. 
Deluge of Godhead to admit. 
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"With God's own Son they reign co-heirs ; 

Each saint with Him in glory shares : 

Like Godhead, happy, pure, 

Against all change secure. 

In boundless joys they sabbatize, 

Which love triune will eternize. 



CONVERSION. 




HAD one only thing to do, 
Yet would a thousand things pursue 
God only could exhaust my mind, 
In God alone I rest could find. 
Yet o'er the world wild flights I took, 
While I myself and God forsook. 



Ah me, with what neglects have I 
Passed, Lord, thy calls and waitings by ! 
To aU vain things which charmed my view, 
I paid what was my Maker's due. 
The transient world my soul devoured, 
And hell my faculties o'erpowered. 

My thought, things perishable filled ; 
My soul, what was my poison wiUed ; 
I fondly loved what I should hate ; 
Desired what horror should create : 
I lying vanities believed. 
And trusted most, where most deceived. 
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I languished for what wrought my bane, 

Joyed in what tends to endless pain. 

My thought, choice, love, desire, Mth, trust. 

All centred in low sensual gust ; 

My soul with noble reason graced. 

Its glory to vile lusts debased. 

As soon might the autumnal s\m. 

To Libra, when its course was run. 

Revolve, till it to Aries reeled. 

And with new spring bedecked the field. 

As I from sin my heart estrange. 

And my entire propension change. 

God, shining on me from his throne. 
Benignly brake this heart of stone — 
All love to God, whose gracious stroke 
Inflamed my heart, as well as broke ! 
Conscience, whom I with opiates plied, 
Now wake and be my watchful guide ! 

On Thee, my God, my thought shall muse. 
Thee sovereignly my wiU shall chuse : 
My love shall to thy love aspire, — 
The sole desirable desire. 
Thou wilt have all my heart or none. 
The world I for thy sake disown. 

My soul shall long for blissful sight. 
Shall in the source of joy delight : 
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In hymns I day by day will sing 
The fevoiirs of my heavenly king : 
My powers from Thee, my God, descend. 
And shall to thy sole glory tend. 

Lord ! I, self-ofltered, am not mine, 
Keep safe this heart entirely Thine : 
Let not hell-powers in triumph say. 
That what was Thine, they made their prey. 
Maimed is the oflfering, yet sincere. 
Heaven will its imperfections clear. 



GOD'S WORD. 




INGE knowledge must precede, and none 
Can truly love what is unknown ; 
Since, Lord, no himian boimded mind 
Can comprehend love unconfined ; 
How can my love to Thee aspire. 
When wanting thought to give it fire ? 

Yet to be loved with all our might, 
Is thy just due and our delight : 
The saints beneath, the blest above. 
Are only happy in their love : 
Ah, how shall I thy goodness know. 
Thence to begin my heaven below ! 
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Lord ! when thy book is in my sight. 
That casts illuminations bright ; 
In that I hear thy gracious voice. 
Which guides my will to happy choice ; 
In that thy lovelinesses shine. 
And to thy love our souls incline. 

When doubt, pain, error, tempter, grief. 

Assault me, there I find relief: 

My proper anodyne, rule,, guide. 

Arms, comforts, are from thence supplied: 

By all-sufficient love decreed. 

To correspond to every need. 

My God, O may I day and night 
Fetch from thy word heaven-kindled light ! 
Such energies thy word enforce. 
Such tinctures of its heavenly source. 
That we ourselves, not Thee, must blame. 
If we are cold amid that flame. 



DIVINE JUSTICE. 

HOU, Lord, rebellious man to save. 
Would' st thy dominion wave : 
A covenant Thou didst begin. 
To rescue him from sin — 
By powerftil hope and fear. 
Hell to embitter, glory to endear. 
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Our being from thy goodness streams, 

Sustained by gracious beams. 

And 'tis thy will we should love Thee, 

With love entire and free ; 

But we, prepense to ill. 

Cross the just, native purpose of thy will. 

Ah ! had we innocence retained. 

Love o'er our powers had reigned : 

Love, which our souls to God had swayed, 

God had with love repaid ; 

Eeciprocations dear. 

Had made this world a beatific sphere. 

Though, Lord, thy distributions here, 

Oft clouded may appear ; 

Thy wisdom with thy justice sides. 

And thy vast empire guides — 

At the all-clearing day. 

Thy justice will emit unblemished ray. 

May I, in view of the great day. 

My sins distinctly weigh ! 

On all efforts of worldly lust, 

Pass condemnation just — 

Though death I must endure, 

From sin, which gives its sting, my soul secure. 

Saints at the day which sinners dread. 
With joy shall raise their head. 
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They'll Jesus see enthroned on high, 
Who would to save them die — 
O then, with conscience clear. 
May I my joyful absolution hear. 



THE INFLUENCE OF THE CROSS. 




LL graces which adorn the mind, 
An ardent love, a will resigned ; 
A Lamb-like meekness, conscience clean, 

A patience himible and serene ; 

Obedience constant and sincere ; 

Undaunted courage, filial fear. 

Large charity, a temper sweet, 
AU men like brethren prone to treat ; 
Devotion fixed, a zeal right-aimed. 
Self-holocaust, all passions tamed ; 
I, with all these and nimierous more, 
From Jesus* Cross, myself may store. 

All praise be to incarnate God, 
Who, for my sake, the wine press trod : 
Who, in pure boundless love, inclined 
To give his life for lapsed mankind : 
Who miseries immense endured. 
That I might live from all secured. 
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JESUS ALL IN ALL. 




ATIENCE or ease in sharpest pain, 
All loss for Jesus turned to gain ; 
Afflictions to the soul endeared, 

All clouds of God's displeasure cleared ; 

In martyrdom, support and joy, 

The force of torture to destroy. 

In weakness, vigor to oppose 
And conquer our infernal foes ; 
A yoke benign, a burden light. 
Omnipotent and gracious might ; 
A price inestimable paid. 
The blood of God our ransom made. 

To penitents fuU pardon sealed. 
Truth, graced with miracles, revealed : 
Acceptance to our worthless prayers, 
A freedom from distracting cares. 
In trouble, consolation sweet, 
God's presence in devout retreat. 

In error's labyrinths when we stray. 
Guides to direct the heavenward way ; 
To frailties a compassion mild. 
Wisdom to keep us unbeguiled, 
A purity from native stain. 
Souls new inspired, and bom again. 
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The curse original supprest, 

And all our earthly portion blest ; 

Our rising from death's dismal shade, 

In bodies glorified arrayed ; 

In heaven eternally to share, 

In all the joys and glories there — 

These blessings and unnimibered more. 

For all our needs a boundless store, 

To the blest lot of lovers fell, 

Jesus to them is all in all — 

Saints here who Jesus make their choice. 

Ne'er cease to triumph and rejoice. 



GOD'S PRESENCE. 




OD, from the moment we draw breath, 
Superintends us till our death : 
Otu: thoughts He sees before they start. 
All the first movements of the heart, 
Our words when unarticulated, hears, 
Sees when our inclination from Him veers. 
Observes each step we tread. 
Notes our behaviour in our bed ; 
Before, behind, around, within. 
He marks the rise and growth of sin. 
Nor men nor devils can his view evade, 
AU secrets to God's eye are in true lights displayed. 
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Since all I think, speak, will, or do, 

Lie open to God's view, 

The habitual thought that God is near. 

Excites an awful joy and tender fear. 

I fear, when I on my past sins reflect, 

And a^rayations recollect ; 

How the foul sins my shame from men would hide. 

In God's omniscience registered abide. 

I joy, in an Almighty, present aid, 

Whene'er temptations me invade ; 

I joy, that my Deliverer is nigh. 

When I in danger to Him fly ; 

I joy, in God's paternal care. 

Who counts my tears, and answers every prayer. 

God's presence makes high heaven a blissM seat, 

'Twould not be heaven should God retreat ; 

And saints who God by sweet experience know. 

Still present with their souls, enjoy a heaven below. 
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DEPENDENCE UPON GOD. 




Self-originated Might : 
Thou all-creating Infinite ! 
Tis Thou dost being give ; 
In Thee we move and live ; 
All creatures their continuance own 
To thy sole, independent, Throne. 



Thou art the ever-gushing source 

Of vital and of ghostly force : 

Our natural efforts 

Depend on thy supports. 

And our religion we still trace 

To thine immense, preventing grace. 

Sin, error, weakness, us surprise. 

We daily want from Thee supplies ; 

We empty pitchers bring 

To the eternal spring, 

And in thy fontal fulness share ; 

By perpetuity of prayer. 

Lord, as I daily Thee offend, 
I on thy mercy still depend : 
By thought, by deed, by lip, 
I hourly fall or slip, 
And pardon every night implore 
For all amiss the day before. 
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I live, my God, to errors prone. 

Thy truth oft tempted to disown ; 

But I in Thee confide. 

Thou only art my guide ; 

O keep me in the narrow way 

Which leads to everlasting day. 

My weakness. Lord, I daily feel. 
It cools, it damps my sacred zeal ; 
But strait to Thee I fly, 
On thy sole strength rely ; 
Thou to Thyself dost glory raise. 
By reinforcing our decays. 

In danger, dread, disgrace, or grief. 
From Thee I supplicate relief; 
Though all should me forsake. 
Thou wilt soft pity take : 
Entirely I on Thee depend. 
My steady, my Almighty Friend. 

* 

Thou, Lord, dost all events direct. 

All things canst scatter or collect ; 

For medicine canst dispose 

A confluence of woes. 

And when they most minacious seem. 

Turn into blessings all the stream. 

Men, Lord, as they thy creatures are. 
Must live depending on thy care : 
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I, who by Thee am fed. 

Give thanks for daily bread, 

And humbly would thy blessings claim, 

By a more soft endearing name. 

When down my filial tears have run. 
And Thou shalt own me for thy son. 
Should all infernal power 
Conspire me to devour. 
Beneath thy soft paternal wing, 
I'll baffle all the power they bring. 

Thou, Lord, be praised, who dost supply 

All imder thy paternal eye ! 

On Thee we all depend. 

Our origin, and end. 

Till from our indigence below. 

With heavenly joys we overflow. 



MEDITATION ON CHRIST. 




F Thee, Lord, in this vale of tear, 
I cannot hope for vision clear. 
Yet Thou with me still present art, 

Deigning to temple in my heart. 

O, may my intellectual eye 

See and revere Thee ever nigh ! 
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My love, thy tender love would hear, 
Speak, Jesus, to my heart and ear : 
O say how much Thou lovest me ! 
O say how little I love Thee ! 
Sweetly upbraid, warn, chide, complain. 
Yet what's sincere do not disdain. 

Lord, while thus distant from thy throne. 
Our spirit is to wanderings prone. 
Our thought oft barren, and love dull. 
Our mind fatigued, and damped our wiU, 
Desire is languid, dry our eyes. 
Ere from our feeble knees we rise. 

Ejaculations are pearls loose ; 
Stnmg, meditation they produce : 
'Tis by continuation, thought 
Is up to contemplation wrought ; 
Love, when faith sees my Jesus near. 
Will say, ' Tis good to mansion here ! 

While Jesus deigns with me to dwell, 
And we two only fill the cell. 
Death might much easier rend my heart. 
Than from my breast my Jesus part ; 
When Jesus, my best life, retires. 
My love soon cools, my joy expires. 

When Jesus my poor ceU shall leave. 
By meditation I'll retrieve 
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My Jesus' fevours, which I felt 
When He and I together dwelt ; 
And ardent prayers shall re-invite 
My Jesus to my longing sight. 



SECURITY. 




ORD, how unlike am I to Thee, 

Thou pure immutability ! 

Versatile, I false joys pursue, 
And when they cloy, I covet new : 
From vanity to vanity I roll — 
Thy likeness, Lord, re-stamp upon my soul. 

Oh ! if, while in this vale of change. 

Towards sensual joys my passions range. 

My loose propensions, Lord, recal. 

That, should I slip, I may not fall : 

And me, at death, to heavenly joys translate. 

Where change expires in beatific fate. 

All praise be to thy glorious Name, 
Lnmutably the boundless same ! 
Souls who are sheltered by thy hand, 
Li changes like Mount Zion stand, 
O may I to the Rock of Ages fly. 
And all the changing world below defy. 
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RESIGNATION. 




ERMIT me, Father, like thy dearest Son, 
To cry, not mine, but Thy sole wiU be done, 

Not mine, — ^for I am blind, and what to chnse. 

What to desire, I know not, or refiise : 
I, ill, may good, and bitter, sweet may think ; 
Mistake my antidote, and poison drink — 
But Thine be done — ^for Thou omniscient art. 
To know the wants and soundings of my heart. 
Not mine — ^for if to make right choice I knew. 
My weakness might not that right choice pursue : 
My nature is as impotent as blind, 
I cannot act the good I have designed — 
But Thine — ^for 'tis by Thy sole mighty aid. 
That frail lapsed nature e'er thy law obeyed. 
Not mine — ^for, had I strength, my wiU perverse 
May my propensions in the world immerse ; 
Antipathies against Thee may maintain. 
And weigh me towards my everlasting bane — 
But Thine — ^for Thou perverseness canst control 
And sweetly turn a sin-distorted soul. 
Not mine — ^for I should on myself depend. 
Grow proud, or too presimiptuous to amend — 
But Thine — ^for Thou canst haughty hearts debase 
To himible beggars for thy slighted grace : 
Not mine — ^for I thy blessings may abuse. 
And into every grace self-love infuse — 
c 
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But Thine — ^Thou my intentions canst direct, 

And raise them thy sole glory to respect. 

Not mine — ^for when my cross I up should take, 

I may afiBrighted fly, and Thee forsake — 

But Thine — Thou canst the heaviest cross endear, 

And breathe victorious love, devoid of fear. 

Not mine — ^for I to lust may turn a slave. 

Fond of my chains, may no redemption crave — 

But Thine — ^for Thou my freedom canst restore. 

And make me relish what I loathed before. 

Thine, Lord ! — ^Thou by creation hast the right 
To rule the work of thy all-quickening might. 
Thine, Lord ! — ^Thou art the potter, I, the clay, 
Cannot the form Thou givest me gainsay. 
Thine, Lord ! — ^Thee my dear Saviour I esteem. 
Compassionating aU Thou didst redeem. 
Thine, Lord ! — Thee my sole Comforter I own ; 
To shed celestial love Thou still art prone. 
Thine, Lord ! — ^for Thou my sure. Almighty Friend, 
To aU my wants will timely succours send. 
Thine, Lord ! thy truth can never me deceive. 
Or boundless mercy me unpitied leave. 
Thine, Lord ! — ^Thy wisdom never me misguides. 
Thy gracious presence still with me abides. 

My heart shall humbly, Lord, thy wiU attend, 
Ambitious only never to offend : 
O keep my will meek, ductile, and sedate ; 
The same in a serene or stormy state. 
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Father ! chiise what Thou wouldst have me be, 
In danger or secure, enslaved or free ; 

Grive life or death, give health or a disease. 
Success or disappointment, pain or ease : 
Send persecution, torture, or disgrace, 

1 gladly will thy bitterest cross embrace. 

I chuse, my God ! all Thou hast predefined. 
My very death, its time, place, manner, kind. 
In Thee alone my spirit is at rest ; 
Thy wiU he done — ^Thy wiU is ever best. 
I'll from my bosom all self-will expel — 
Self- will, the fruitful sin which peoples heU. 
In the blest saints, in all the hosts divine. 
Throughout aU heaven, there is no will but Thine. 



PAIN. 




N ignorance I careless lay. 
And squandered all my age away ; 
Amused with sensual dreams, 

Of heaven I had imperfect gleams ; 

My everlasting good. 

And God's dear love, I little imderstood. 

Wise, gracious, God was pleased to send 
Afflicting pain me to attend ; 
Pain straight my teacher grew,. 
Exposed me to my own review, 
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It every duty taught, 

Neglected truths to my remembrance broi^ht. 

From pain I heavenly light derived, 

It feith, hope, love, in me revived ; 

At God's celestial stroke, 

AU my internal powers awoke. 

It gave ideas just 

Of sin, the world, damnation, death, and lust. 

One day of pain improves me more, 

Than years of ease could do before : 

By pain God me instructs. 

By pain to endless bliss conducts : 

Resembling the Lamb slain, 

I by my cross shall heavenly joys obtain. 

In pain God's justice I revere, 

My will I by his wisdom steer. 

To boundless love I fly. 

On love omnipotent rely ; 

By promises fulfilled. 

Firm faith on love infallible I build. 

Pains me of aU self-love divest. 

Myself they move me to detest. 

Things worldly to despise. 

And for eternity grow wise ; 

In pains the more severe, 

I the more firmly to my God adhere. 
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GOD'S IMMENSITY. 




IVE me the vigorous plumes, 
Which wealth unblest assumes, 
When it the miser's coffers leaves. 
And of evanid wealth the wretch bereaves : 
Or give me wings, on which a heaven-bom mind 
Ascends to bliss, leaving its clog behind ; 
Or give me those on which the morning flies, 
With instantaneous motion, o'er the skies : 
Or wings like those of that swift wind. 
On which God flew when vengeance was designed. 

Resolved I am to try. 

The sphere of God's all-seeing eye. 

To heaven I mounted ; searched the mansions round 

And rays divine in every mansion foimd. 

No saint is there 

But in God's blissful presence has a share. 

Then down to deepest hell I steer ; 

Sure God, said I, can not be here. 

They in despair and torment lie : 

And Gk)d defy : 

Yet God was even in lowest hell. 

To awe the flends who would rebel : 

Nor damned nor devils durst blaspheme ; 

They trembled at his awful beam. 
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Then to the ocean I my flight direct ; 

But while the ocean I inspect, 

As the vast fluid rolls, 

God every wave controls ; 

When saints to him in tempests cry, 

He still is nigh. 

I entered all earth's lonely caves, 

I traversed all the land of graves, 

God there keeps strict account of human dust, 

And can each atom to its site adjust. 

In horrid night, 

When moon and stars withheld their light, 

I tried myself to shroud. 

Within the thickest cloud. 

'Twas darkness which I could, like Egypt, feel 

No darkness yet could me from God conceal. 

But by his omnipresent ray. 

He blackest darkness turned into meridian day. 

Out of this globe I then God's presence trace. 

Through all imaginable space. 

Before He on the world his power employed. 

His all-sufficient self He then enjoyed ; 

This narrow world his presence cannot bound, 

God can innumerable worlds compound, 

And, should He all the sandy grains. 

The imiverse contains. 

Turn to new worlds, as spacious as the old. 

In all those worlds He would his face unfold. 

Should his almighty power. 

Create new worlds each hour — 
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No numbers his one essence can divide, 

God never can be multiplied — 

His single eye, 

Into imniunbered worlds coevally can pry. 



THE LIFE OF JESUS. 




Y God ! whose word the world from nothing 
reared, [appeared : 

Who saidst, Let there he lights and light 
O in my spirit speak, Let there be light — 
Let there be love — ^Thy word will both excite. 
Light will the mists which cloud my soul disperse, 
Love wiU melt Hght into Christ-hymning verse. 

When Jesus in the wild the conquest won, 

Then his prophetic office was begun : 

He, faithful, no one saving truth concealed ! 

He, gracious, the right way to heaven revealed. 

Some He exhorted, others He reproved. 

Our fears and hopes by threats and blessings moved. 

Condemned the errors which in public reigned, 

Mysterious types and prophecies explained ; 

Spake things celestial with celestial grace, 

AU prejudice inveterate to erase ; 

In obvious parables taught truths sublime, 

Spent in illuminating souls his time : 
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Disseminated light where'er He came. 
Breathed heavenly love the frozen to inflame. 
Confirmed by sacred writ whatever He taught, 
Down to our weakness all his Precepts brought. 
Preached truths divine, few, necessary, clear. 
Which might to heaven a simple votary steer : 
The worst of men He mildly would instruct. 
Glad, when to bliss He sinners could conduct ; 
No raptures, no austerities enjoined. 
Nothing too high, too grievous for mankind. 

His life the comment was on what He taught. 

That lovely image ravishes my thought : 

In Him ideal graces all combined, 

Friend, Benefactor, Saviour to mankind. 

Love incommunicable, filial fear, 

A conscience unupbraidingly sincere ; 

Obedience perfect, free from venial ill, 

Full resignation to his Father's will. 

Intentions which at God's sole glory aimed, 

Zeal, which for God's word, house, and worship flamed. 

A temperance which all excesses curbed, 
Contentedness, by troubles undisturbed : 
Each sense subdued, affections all confined. 
The dove and serpent amicably joined ; 
Virginity, with filthy thought imstained. 
Which in perpetual holocaust remained : 
A meekness, which no malice could provoke ; 
A patience to endure a tyrant's stroke ; 
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A courage to encounter all things dire ; 

A perseverance, which could never tire ; 

A purity which nothing could defile ; 

A wisdom which hell-powers could not beguile : 

Hunulity, which all debasements prized, 

Exulting for God's sake to be despised ; 

Which human confidence would ever waive. 

And of all good, to God the glory gave : 

Which made disciples, not deep learned but good. 

Who, wise for heaven, heaven only understood. 

Whose warm devotion kept its heaven-bom heat. 

Oft would to sacred solitudes retreat. 

In festing, meditation, prayer, and praise. 

And ghostly watching, spend whole nights and days. 

* 

No wanderings, damps, or chiUs, his soul annoyed. 

He no one minute ever misemployed : 

He troubled minds with consolations cheered. 

His sweet reproofs the guilty soul endeared. 

To all in need He pity shewed divine. 

Which imregarded would no cry decline : 

His charity all malice could transcend, 

To lowest ofl&ces inured to bend : 

In good returned, all evils to exceed, 

To save his foes, content Himself to bleed. 

He, to gain souls, wept, travelled, laboured, prayed, 

Their bliss eternal, his sole business made. 

His justice rendered to all men their due. 

Would righteous ends by righteous means pursue : 

To all estates He proper honours paid, 

Kevered the priesthood, sovereign power obeyed. 
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His mind, his own inferior will denied ; 

The transient world opposed, contemned, defied ; 

Its maxims, customs, companies, designs. 

All joys to which concupiscence inclines : 

He, source and Lord of all, knew all things best, 

And gave the world no harbour in his breast. 

Angels their graces by his grace refined ; 

He's the aversion of the worldly mind. 

All Jesus' graces had a godlike mien ; 

By them his heavenly mission might be seen. 

That perfect goodness would no man deceive ; 

That perfect goodness none would disbelieve. 

The worldly, at his heart-enamouring call. 
Became his votaries, and renounced their all. 
He, God incarnate, could the mind inspect. 
And, with sweet force, the heart to God inflect. 
Divinity shined bright in all He taught. 
Godlike benignity in all He wrought ; 
His miracles He graciously designed. 
To cure, convince, convert, endear mankind. 

Eternal Word ! who, clothed in hiunan dust, 

Didst teach lapsed man the wisdom of the just ; 

Illustrate by example thy discourse. 

Confirm it by a wonder-working force : 

Open my ears, my eyes, my tongue unloose, 

Into my heart thy heavenly truth infiise, 

That I thy praise incessantly may sing, 

That love may give my heart a heavenward spring ; 
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That I may never more towards earth propend. 
In "vigorous, sweet efforts to Thee ascend ; 
Thy bright idea in my heart enchase, 
To copy out each imitable grace. 

All praise to our great Prophet, by whose light 
The world, bom blind, receives its ghostly sight. 



THE BEATITUDES. 




LEST are the poor in spirit, vile and low 
la their own eyes, who their own fraflties 
know : 

Who, on God's grace, not their own merits lean. 
And, like the Leper, style themselves unclean. 
The himiblest here, are highest in God's sight, 
Their' s is the glorious realm of endless Hght. 

Blest are all they who mourn, whose sighs their own 
And others sins with bitterness bemoan. 
They sow in tears, and from each tear they weep. 
They shall a thousandfold of comforts reap. 

Blest are the meek, of temper gentle, sweet ; 
Who, imembittered, the injurious treat. 
They shall the earth inherit, and exhaust 
That right to things below, which Adam lost. 
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Blest are all they who thirst and hunger feel 
For righteousness ; who, with unwearied zeal, 
Strive righteous God's bright image to regain. 
And purge themselves from their congenial stain. 

Blest axe the mercifol, whose melting eyes 
With others griefs benignly sympathize ; 
Who, uncondoled, pass no one's sorrow by, 
No danger, pain, or want, without supply. 
Thy mercy shall obtain, and all their woes 
God for their good shall graciously dispose. 

Blest are the pure in heart, who have refined 
Each thought, each inclination of the mind ; 
Who to no foul suggestions harbour give. 
Amidst pollutions, unpolluted live ; 
Who keep God's temple holy, and take care 
That no abominations enter there. 
They shall of God have beatific sight, 
Who only in pure votaries takes delight. 

Blest are peacemakers, they who sweetly strive. 
Fraternal, mutual, deamess to revive ; 
Who are themselves true lovers of mankind, 
And wish that all to love were so inclined. 
They shall be called God's children, in them best. 
The God of peace his likeness sees exprest. 

Blest are all they, who persecuted are ; 
Who martyrdom for love of Jesus bear. 
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The heavenly kingdom is more firmly theirs, 
Of higher bliss and brighter mansions heirs. 

Woe to the Eich ! who &,ding riches crave, 
They here their short-lived consolations have. 

Woe to the FuU ! who their own gusto feed, 
They'U be abandoned to impitied need. 

Woe to all those who langh, and pleasures heap. 
They in eternal misery shall weep. 

Woe to aU those who court evanid fame ! 
They shall sink down to everlasting shame. 




THE EUCHARIST. 

HEN at thy altar, Lord, I prostrate fell. 
Thy dolorous crucifixion to recal. 
Make my soul fuel to supernal fire, 
Into my heart devotion warm inspire. 
Shame and contrition vileness to deplore. 
Firm resolutions never to sin more : 
An hmnble, pure, and charitable mind, 
From all remains of wilful sin refined : 
Faith, hope, desire, joy, praise, thanksgiving, zeal. 
Languor and ardours which thy lovers feel, 
AU grateful passions which have ever streamed 
From sinners by the blood of Gt)d redeemed. 
Into all love, my powers, my spirit turn, 
Love which unquenchable may ever bum ; 



i 
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May every thought I of thy sufferings frame, 
Sustain, invigorate, increase the flame. 
Nourished by Thee, I no fatigue shall feel, 
And tread thy steps with persevering zeal : 
Or if Thou shorten by the Cross my way. 
Filled with thy love I gladly shall obey. 
Before thy death this feast Thou didst ordain. 
The antidote against eternal pain : 
Thy saints will imitate thy solemn care. 
And by the Altar for the Cross prepare. 



MORE BLESSED TO GIVE THAN TO 

EECEIVE. 




ORE blest to give than to receive. 
We, taught by heaven, believe : 
To covetousness I am inclined. 
When that I call to mind — 
I Dives' mighty treasures crave. 
The Foors full bams I fain would have. 

Like Solomon I would abound, 

With gems more precious crowned — 

Yet wealth, ore, treasure, bams, and gem, 

I whoUy should contemn ; 

Had I not Solomon's large heart. 

Gold to the needy to impart. 
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O happy Riches ! which o'erflow 

To all in want or woe : 

Which have no wings to fly away, 

But with the liberal stay, 

Of Mends and wealth they store provide, 

In heaven immensely multiplied. 

Happy rich man ! did he but know 

How riches to bestow ; 

Who trusts not in his plenteous stores, 

Or idol wealth adores ; 

God's goodness who to copy strives. 

And gains the blessings of both lives. 

My God ! we, indigent, below. 

Have nothing to bestow : 

Our all is from thy gracious throne, 

We nought can style our own, 

And when to Thee we oflferings bring. 

They drops are of thy boundless spring. 

A dying giver of God's own. 

The living poor bemoan : 

He advocates in heaven will find 

To plead for him combined ; 

Jesus' poor brethren will contend. 

Who shall most shew himself his friend. 

The hungry will recal his bread. 
On which they daily fed : 
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The thirsty, the refreshing bowls, 
With which he cheered their souls : 
The stranger, wandering in the street, 
His free, his hospitable treat : 

The naked, clothes which them secured 

From cold they had endured : 

The sick, the visits they received. 

And how by them relieved : 

The prisoners, helps and succours kind, 

He shewed them when in chains confined 

The debtors, how their debts he paid. 
By losses when decayed : 
The Christians, slaves to Pagans sold. 
Whom he redeemed with gold : 
Widows and &,therless, supplied 
By him, when by the world denied. 

Jesus the Judge, will at his right, 
AUot him mansions bright ; 
Among the blest with a high place. 
His bounteous lover grace. 
Heaven shall in him the truth attest. 
To give than to receive, more blest. 
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LIFE. 




LIFE, what art thou ? oft I try, 
To paint thee to my ghostly eye — 
I aJl evanid things survey, 
But them when I against thee weigh, 
A vapour, flower, a sleep, a dream, 
Preponderating, turn the beam. 

A vapour, ere dissolved in air, 
A flower, ere ceasing to look fiEtir, 
A sleep, a dream, ere they expire, 
Some short duration still require ; 
But life fleets rather than abides. 
Away in hal^ a second flies. 

O Fool, — of short-lived goods possest, 

In mere uncertainties to rest — 

From your full bams and bags of gold. 

To dream of slowly growing old — 

Can you bribe death, with all your store, 

To respite you one moment more ? 

Tell me, my soul, is there no art. 
To arm against death's sudden dart ? 
Has gracious heaven contrived no way. 
Of lengthening here our mortal stay. 
Or, on this momentaneous stage. 
In a short time to live an age ? 

D 
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'Tis sin which shortens vital day ; 
And, when we feel our breath decay, 
Convictions then come rushing in. 
That life has been but death in sin : 
On time mispent we ne'er reflect. 
Till we are damned for its neglect. 

The infants from the font who fly. 
Unsullied, to the joys on high. 
Live longer than obdurate men, 
Who sin to threescore years and ten. 
We those dear moments only live, 
Which we to God devoutly give. 

Were I immortal life to spend. 
In all the woes which sin attend. 
In dangers, sickness, troubles, pain. 
Which we in wretched life sustain : 
I death would court, this life not prize, 
And immortality despise. 

Souls who to endless joys aspire, 
This life endure, but death desire : 
The shortest life they deem the best. 
The soonest freed from sin, and blest ; 
No weary pilgrim but revives. 
When he at wished-for home arrives. 



^-<^^^-^ 
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DIVINE POESY. 

LEST Poetry ! immortal soul refined, 
Pure love with bright illumination joined! 
The spirit lost in an ecstatic height ; 
Imagination soaring out of sight : 
Seraphic ardor circHng in each yein ; 
The majestatic presence in the brain : 
Inspired to make mankind with angels vie. 
To emulate the anthems sung on high, 
To celebrate God's providential care. 
His attributes and wonders to declare ; 
To vent the adoration which they raise. 
To guide the passions with attempered lays ; 
With amiable strokes each grace to paint, 
To eternize the copy of each saint. 
Vice in its foul deformities to draw. 
And sinners with God's thunderbolts to awe. 
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GOD. 




OLIEST of Holies, Thou art God alone, 
On thy all glorious, everlasting throne ! 
Thou, Rock of Ages! dost the same abide, 
While our durations by short minutes glide : 
Thy wondrous works thy mighty power declare. 
Which yet faint sketches of thy glory are. 
Thy majesty ten thousand suns outvies, 
A sight too radiant for the seraphs* eyes. 
Thy deity imcircumscribed by space, 
Fills heaven and earth, and extramundane space. 
Above all change imchangeably abides. 
And as it pleases, casual changes guides. 
Thou present art in this terrestrial sphere, 
Where'er we fly or hide. Thou still art near : 
Thou present art when sinners dare thy stroke, 
Thou present art when saints thine aid invoke ; 
Thou, in all sin's recesses, dost survey 
Pollution with an impolluted ray ; 
Thou present art all creatures to sustain. 
And influence thine universal reign ; 
Thou in the temple of the world dost dwell. 
All blessings to confer, all ills expel ; 
Benign, or dreadful. Thou still present art. 
In every saint, in every sinner's heart ; 
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Thy saints there for thy Godhead temples build, 
Which with thy gracious Shechinah are filled. 
And from thy presence sinners feel within, 
Anticipations of wrath due to sin. 

Thou searcher of my heart ! my heart possess. 
Thine own idea deeply there impress. 
O purify me, Lord ! as Thou art pure, 
From the polluting world my soul secure ; 
Thine image re-engrave — ^to copy Thee 
Is my chief prayer— shaH my ambition be. 



THE LOVE OF CHRIST. 




LOVE immense ! within me dwell ; 

All loves, but thine own love, expel. 

O consecrate my mortal frame 
Into a temple to thy name : 
O be Thou of my soul the soul. 
And all rebellious powers control. 

My soul with truth's bright radiance fill. 
Keep me resigned to God's sole will : 
Whene'er I stray, be Thou my guide ; 
Fix me, inclining to backslide ; 
Quicken me when I stupid grow. 
Deep consolations when in woe. 
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O purify mj soul from stain ; 

All tendencies towards ill restrain : 

Mjr soul with warm devotiim fire, 

WUch may with s^he and groans aspire ; 

Inv^rate me when afraid ; 

When weak, TOucheafe me heavenly aid. 

Truth sacred in my memory keep ; 
For sin create contrition deep: 
AH filial grace in me excite ; 
Be witjiess that I walk upright ; 
Seal pardons for transgressions past ; 
Support me when I breathe my last. 

Into my soul good thoughts inject, 
Inculcate them till I reflect ; 
Consideration thence will grow. 
Affection fi«tn considering flow. 



And for eternals make u 
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SUBMISSION. 




ONG I with God for masteries liad tried ; 
Antartlc wills in me for empire vied : 
My rational — ^to heayen alone inclined ; 

My sensual — ^with the world and Satan joined. 

God, grace, heaven, reason, conscience, inward peace. 

All strove me from my tyrant to release ; 

Lapsed nature, the vain world, and powers of hell. 

And sensual pleasures, moved me to rebel. 

My soul well nigh had my defence betrayed, 

And to my foe I had been captive made, 

But God, with a compassionating eye. 

Bade my good angel speedy aids supply. 

Like thy blest self. Lord, teach me to submit 

To all my heavenly Father shall think fit : 

To yield the full subjection of a son. 

Pray — Father, not my wiU, but Thine be done. 

He ever lives, imviolenced by ill. 

Who, to his God devoted, has no will. 

Since Thou my Father art, O God, I right 

Claim in thy boimdless goodness, wisdom, might, 

Thy wisdom will my soul in doubts direct ; 

Thy might wiU in calamities protect ; 

Thy goodness ne'er will causelessly afflict ; 

With all the three I'U keep an union strict ; 

They'll me proportion what for me is best. 

In their disposal, I'U entirely rest. 

I into Thee refund my borrowed mind, 

To centre in Thee by a will resigned. 
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SALVATION. 

OULS long by numerous sins defiled. 
Unworthy of the name of child, 
By thy fi:ee grace, great Godhead Trine, 

Share bliss divine. 



O dear beatitude immense, 

O glories far transcending sense, 

O raptures of the blissful sight, 

Joys infinite ! 

O realm of imdisturbed repose, 
Thrones unassaultable by woes, 
O robes unspottable and bright. 

Day void of night ! 

O crowns which numerous suns outshine, 
Whose splendors never can decline ; 
Harmonious concerts, which on high. 

In praises vie. 

O sphere where all good things conspire ; 
O fulness where I lose desire ; 
O blessings which eternal are, 

And cancel prayer ! 

When in fuU sight thy love I see, 

I'U love thee to infinity ; 

Love, Love I'll sing, with spirits blest. 

And never rest. 
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THE FLIGHT OF MIND. 




MMORTAL, heaven-bom Mind- 
In marriage to my body joined — 
Leave, while I sleep, this clay 

Take boimdless scope ; 

Pass, if thou canst, the altitude of hope, 

And measure in thy flight. 

Of love divine, the length, breadth, depth, and height. 

Fly over all imaginable space. 

Outgoings of love infinite to trace ; 

While thou in eether hovering art above. 

Discover all the xmknown lands of love. 

When thou hast new discoveries made. 

At every coast thy spirit lade, 

That I a rich return may have. 

Brought through the airy wave ; 

Back then thy wealthy cargo bring. 

On thy fuU-freighted wing : 

But if thou up to fontal love canst soar, 

I*d rather fly to thee, do thou return no more. 

Mind on swift wings expanded flew. 
Had all the world in intellectual view, 
She all God's wonders eyed, 
Into the subterraneous region pryed ; 
Of metals saw, and minerals, store. 
Of radiant gems and precious ore : 
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Saw the hidden wealth and people of the main, 

And lofty ships ploughing the watery plain : 

Upon the superficies of the earth, 

The various plants which there have birth. 

Flowers, shady woods, fruit-bearing trees, 

Whose odour, beauty, taste, man's senses please : 

All animals there bred, 

Tte wise instincts by which each kind was led : 

The winged fleet. 

Whose feathered oars the airy ocean beat ; 

Among the birds, the sweet harmonious throng. 

Who chaunt their Maker's praise in song : 

How every animal itself enjoyed, 

And how for human use all creatures were employed. 

Mind, passing through the planetary spheres. 

Up to the starry region steers, 

Saw how the heavenly orbs were placed. 

With what bright glories they were graced. 

Their vastness, numbers, harmony, and shine. 

Virtues, and motions, ruled by love divine. 

This world, God's temple, to adorn. 

Where every evening, noon, and mom. 

Mankind as priest, should all their days. 

The sacrifice present of solemn love and praise. 

When Mind at every shore 

Thus laded was, she stowage had for more : 

Mind then began to cast account 

How high her cargo would amount ; 
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God's wisdom, power, and goodness unrestrained. 
Were the incentives which she gained ; 
They admiration more than love inspired, 
They the man, rather than the sinner, fired, 
And no retreat she had as yet descried. 
Where Jesus' love imriyalled might abide. 

Mind entered next the gulph betwixt 
Inferior and superior Hades fixed ; 
Of hell she there a prospect had, 
And all the tortures of the bad. 
Mind upwards looked, and saw a radiant host 
Pass to the heavenly coast ; 
Then looking all around. 

She heard a hymn which came from hallowed ground ; 
She saw the place where Jesus bled. 
And dyed the turf of scarlet red. 
Where the Cross stood, and where He hung distressed. 
With anguish unconceivable oppressed ; 
Hope, languors, tears, hymn, love, were the rich store, 
Back on her wings she bore ; 
I joyed in the inestimable gain. 
And spent on the quick-stock which I coidd never 
drain. 
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THE COURT OF WISDOM. 




WEET Poetry Divine stood next her throne. 
Above the rest for her chief favorite known, 
Whoshotddhermles in sacredniunberswrite, 
And sweeten all her dictates with delight. 
Reason^ which consequences didy weighs, 
And on weak arguments no value lays : 
Discipline^ which the sense erroneous guides. 
And o'er the passions absolute presides : 
Clear Apprehension, which ideas true, 
Placed in their native light, presents to view : 
Judgment, all those ideas to compare, 
And see which harmony, which discord are : 
Memory^ where past actions treasured lie : 
Invention^ proper mediums to supply : 
Imagination^ from false pictures freed : 
Shrewd Observation how attempts succeed : 
Meek, humble. Acquiescence in God's will : 
Discretion, which discerns the good from ill : 
Science, which causes and effects imbibes. 
And things, as far as knowable, describes : 
Due Circumspection, looking all about 
To find momentous circumstances out : 
Caution, which snares sagaciously suspects. 
And on all avenues with care reflects : 
Experience, which examples safely keeps. 
And from men's follies a rich harvest reaps : 
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Conjecture J whicli things happily foresees : 
Deliberation^ working by degrees : 
Swift Expedition^ which no time will lose, 
And can for action the just moment choose : 
Diligence^ which in business never tires : 
Improvement, which to greater* heights aspires : 
Fixed Meditation, counsels to mature : 
Sincerity, which can no fraud endure : 
Method, in native order things to range : 
Steadiness, which no cross events can change : 
Perception, which, in treacherous mankind, 
CKiesses by actions how they are inclined : 
Attention, which good counsellors reveres : 
Intention, which to God's sole glory steers. 
These are the virgins at her right hand placed. 
With embassies most honourable graced. 
Honour, with Riches, on her left attends. 
Which, now and then, she to her votaries sends. 



WEAKNESS AND STRENGTH. 




DOUBLE heart in human race abides. 
And into Actions every soul divides : 
Too few, alas ! can keep the narrow track, 

But wander on each hand, or hasten back. 

Man oft too many things at once pursues. 

Sure the one necessary thing to lose. 

Considerate thoughts he from his soul repels, 

Or tamely winks at lust when it rebels. 
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Or curioiis Ib a novel vice to try. 
Or grasps too much, or tasks himself too high. 
Or by ill company infected grows. 
Or to distractions wiU himself expose: 
Virtue too difficult or tedious styles. 
Religion which the cross enjoins, exiles. 
A soul, perverted from straight sacred lines. 
To deviations infinite declines : 
Inconstancy, the giddy childish vice. 
Strangles all present virtue in its rise; 
Cancels the past, the friture it destroys. 
And robs the soid of everlasting joys. 

Grreat Ood, on his unvariable throne. 
Governs aU changes, subject is to none : 
To God unchangeable while we adhere. 
Our spirits no prevarications fear. 
Happy the man whose soul, to God resigned. 
Has but one necessary thing to mind : 
Constant in prayer, and watchftd on his guard. 
Fixing his eye on heaven, thinks nothing hard : 
Who in sharp ghostly conflicts never faints ; 
Who in affliction utters no complaints ; 
Whose actions aU of the same piece appear ; 
Whose virtue 's uniform, and heart sincere. 
Who on the Rock of Ages firm relies. 
And sees the hurricanes beneath him rise. 



^ 
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THE CHRISTIAN PASTOR. 




IVE me the priest these graces shall possess — 
Of an ambassador the just address : 
A father's tenderness, a shepherd's care, 

A leader's courage, which the cross can bear ; 

A ruler's awe, a watchman's wakeful eye, 

A pilot's skill, the helm in storms to ply ; 

A fisher's patience, and a labourer's toil, 

A guide's dexterity to disembroil, 

A prophet's inspiration from aboye, 

A teacher's knowledge, and a Saviour's love. 

Grive me the priest, a light upon a hill. 
Whose rays his whole circumference can fill ; 
In God's own word and sacred learning versed, 
Deep in the study of the heart immersed ; 
Who in sick soids can the disease descry, 
And wisely for restoratives apply ; 
To beatific pastures leads his sheep, 
WatchM from hellish wolves his fold to keep ; 
Who seeks not a convenience but a cure. 
Would rather souls than his own gain ensure. 
Instructive in his visits and converse. 
Strives everywhere salvation to disperse ; 
Of a mild, hiunble, and obliging heart, 
Who with his all will to the needy part ; 
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Distrustful of himself, in God confides, 

Daily himself among his flock divides ; 

Of virtue imiform, and cheerftd air. 

Fixed meditation, and incessant prayer. 

Affections mortified, well-guided zeal. 

Of saving truth the relish wont to feel. 

Whose province, heaven, all his endeavour shares, 

Who mixes with no secular affairs, 

Oft on his pastoral amount reflects, 

By holiness, not riches, gains respects ; 

Who is all that he would have others be. 

From wilful sin, though not from frailty, free ; 

Who still keeps Jesus in his heart and head. 

Who strives in steps of our Arch-priest to tread, 

Who can himself and all the world deny. 

Lives pilgrim here, but denizen on high. 



SAINTS* PRIVILEGES. 




TTRACTION strong, iUuminations bright, 
AfiBictions rendered short, endearing, I^ht; 
Converse with God, pure thoughts, a heavenly 
Perfect serenity of will resigned ; [mind, 

The joys of pardon, and God reconciled. 
The soft yet firm recumbence of a child : 
Sin conquered, and unruly passions tamed, 
A soul by God*s original reframed, 
A conscience with itself and God at peace, 
A source of comfort which will never cease. 
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Aids efficacious, condescensions sweet, 
In all distress, deliverance or retreat : 
Heaven always with success to importune, 
To live, to die, favorites of God triune — 
These are the joys God here on saints bestows, 
Drops of the spring above which overflows. 
What has the world in its evanid glare, 
Which may with the least joys of saints compare ? 



MERCY. 




OD loves, when I provoke his hate, 
Is kind to the ingrate : 
I darkness am, and He's my light. 



Blind, and He gives me sight. 
He mildly calls when I backslide, 
In doubts and errors is my guide. 

God purifies me when defiled — 

Of foe, adopts me child : 

His promised bliss, his powerful aid, 

His Son for ransom paid. 

Will on myself translate the blame, 

If God for heaven give endless flame. 

He's pleased my ruin to resent, 
He woos me to repent : 
He patient waits when I delay ; 
He hears me when I pray ; 
He oflers peace when I rebel, 
Redeems me when a slave of hell. 
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His grace on me unworthy heaps, 

And safe in danger keeps : 

His mercy pities in distress, 

Forgives when I confess : 

I weakness am and He's my might 

And victory in ghostly fight. 



GRATEFUL ASPIRATIONS. 




OFT recal the moments dear. 

Enjoyed in penitential tear, 

A beam of pardon through me shined. 



Diffiising sweetness o'er my mind ; 
Upon my knees, while that I felt, 
I could eternally have dwelt. 

Lord ! when the blessings of both lives. 
To recollect my spirit strives ; 
Their number and their greatness swell. 
To heights which lowly verse excel ; 
Yet viewing my vile self, I more 
Thy goodness undeserved adore. 

Lord ! while in view thy love I keep. 
The fruits of love I daily reap, 
Grief with fresh consolations cheered, 
Hope nearer towards assurance reared. 
Of God beloved, more likeness gained. 
Or frailty with fresh aids sustained : 
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To prayer some gracious answer sent. 

Some meditation more intent, 

Or sudden fervency devout, 

Or heavenly guidance when in doubt- 

Ah, what am I, great God should be 

Thus wondrously benign to me ! 




GOD ALL-SUFFICIENT. 

ORD ! I thine all-sufficiency adore, 
Ei\joying Thee, I cannot wish for more ; 
All blessings worthy of desire, 

In thy infinity conspire — 

Vile man, O how immensely art thou blest. 

To be of all-sufficient God possest ! 

In infamy, want, danger, sickness, pain. 

When men and devils strive to work my bane. 

When nature is fatigued and frail. 

When death my body shall assail, 

I in thine all-sufficience find relief. 

And strong supports which overpoise my grief. 

Thou art my King, Judge, Father, Friend, and Guide ; 

I Thee dread, love, obey, in Thee confide : 

Cheered by thine omnipresent ray. 

My mind from Thee should never stray. 

But while I languish in this vale of tear. 

My thought will often from thy presence veer. 
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While I the world and Thee, my God, compare, 
I nothing find but insufficience there ; 
It what it promised ne'er bestows, 
But disappointments gives and woes. 
Strange choice ! the aU-sufficient to forsake. 
And utter yanity our refuge make. 

O all-sufficient temple in my soul. 

My instability of mind control, 

And when my thoughts from Thee decline. 

The wanderers, reconfine ; 

Of my own treacherous self I live in fear. 

Keep me, though weak, from wilful strayings clear. 

O aU ye creatures, who God's power declare — 
O all eflPorts of providential care — 
O book inspired, in whose each line. 
Truths heavenly in fiiU splendor shine— 
O sacred guides — O saints who God obey — 
Be my remembrancers of God to-day ! 

Warn me thyself, Lord ! should I these neglect. 

On thy own laws each minute to reflect : 

O may I nought design or do, 

Unworthy of thine awful view ; 

Nought I may be ashamed or fear to own, 

Wlien death shall call me to thine awful throne. 
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HEATHEN PHILOSOPHY REPROVED. 




N yain, proud Athens ! lying fiEune 
For learning celebrates your name ; 
Read yonr philosophers sublime, 

Of ancient or of modem time ; 

The Stagyrite's capacious brain. 

And Plato's academy drain. 

Let Stoics who, in their own eyes, 
Great Jove in wisdom equalize ; 
Let Epicure to make the odds, 
Simmion his intermundane gods ; 
Who both celestial truth reviled. 
And heaven-taught Paul a babbler styled. 

The wisdom of all sects unite. 
Extract their quintessential might ; 
Sail to the Alexandrian shore. 
To fill your intellectual store ; 
Till, filled with philosophic pride. 
You all, but your wise selves, deride. 

When you have all your force combined. 

You are the babblers of mankind ; 

In nothing you so much agree. 

As endless disputacity ; 

What is true bliss you never knew. 

Nor could what was unknown pursue. 
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Cast on the ant considerate eye, 
Which oft, regardless, you pass by ; 
Give that small insect you contemn, 
The chair in porch or academ. 
He'll lectures of true wisdom read. 
Which aU your authors shall exceed. 

He keeps the end in heedM mind. 
For which his Maker him designed. 
Provides in this for ^ture years. 
By God*s sole law his conduct steers : 
He to his sole true bliss aspires, 
In that concentrates his desires. 

Show me, in aU your schools, a sage, 
Who with such wisdom spends his age. 
You reason have, yet rarely think ; 
Below the ants you, thoughtless, sink : 
From the wise, steady ant, may I 
My intellectuals rectify. 

Lord ! if the insect we despise. 
Can thus instruct the worldly wise ; 
Should we, with omnipresent thought, 
Search all the wonders Thou hast wrought. 
Treasures of wisdom we should heap. 
And learn from each thy law to keep. 
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THE DIVINE WILL. 




HY wiU revealed, Lord, day and night, 
Shall be my study and delight ! 
My God, my heart prepare. 
To see thy goodness there ; 
On this side heaven aU science I despise. 
Thy wiU divine can only make me wise. 

Thy wiU preceptive, I'll obey. 
Prohibitive, shaU fence my way,— 
Permissive, I'U revere, — 
Minacious, humbly fear, — 
At thy corrective, I'll my life revise — 
In thy promissiye aU my treasure Ues. 

I safely can myself entrust. 

To will benign, wise, mighty, just : 

To that I firm adhere. 

That is my proper sphere ; 

Myself to thy loved wiU I, Lord, resign, 

WiU Thou in me, thy will is wholly mine. 
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THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE SAINTS IN 
THE INTEKMEDIATE STATE. 




BOVE all sin and sorrow they are placed, 
And with the sight of Grod incarnate graced. 
In outward courts at present they reside, 
And at a distance from the throne abide ; 
There, longing for re-union to their dust. 
For the fiill congregation of the just, 
To hear the awful trump to judgment sound, 
To be eternally absolved and crowned ; 
With bodies glorified to be arrayed. 
Inhabitants of the bright temple made — 
Their morning bliss no thought can comprehend. 
Which their meridian beams shall fax transcend. 



THE DYING SINNER. 




YE that sick man, and listen to his groans — 
How the poor worldling his sad fiEite bemoans. 
Stripped of disguise the world to him appears. 
Now he recalls his irreligious years. 
" O my vain hopes," he cries, " my transient joys. 
Intemperance brutish, which my soul destroys. 
Desires frustraneous, disappointed aim. 
Ambition, once my glory, now my shame ! 
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lusts impure ! I blush to think of you, 

1 now too late your foul enchantments rue. 
My lewd companions, bitter is your mirth ; 
My idol wealth, you nailed me to this earth ; 
O my past madness ! sins on sins to heap. 
Dull stupor which my conscience laid asleep : 
O the vexations, follies, dai^ers, cheats. 
Which in the world a heedless sinner meets : 
O sensual pleasures ! Satan's common bait. 
You, in fruition, aU evaporate : 

Ye worldly comforts, which me captive led. 
In my distress, O whither are ye fled ? 
If you approach me, 'tis not to condole, 
But only to insult my flitting soul. 
Ye crowd into my heart, poUute my prayer ; 
Ye tempt me to take refuge in despair. 
Ah ! if ye would, ye cannot me relieve. 
Or from invading death my soul reprieve ; 
Ye in my dolorous pangs can give no ease. 
But your remembrance heightens my disease ; 
Into heU flames when these pale limbs are flimg, 
Ye cannot lave one drop to cool my tongue." 
Such is the world, whene'er it rivals God, 
Which under feet the saints triiunphant trod ; 
Live, then, to every vice perpetual foe. 
In heaven at home, a stranger here below. 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 




HRICE happy man, lodged in sweet private 
shade 

Which nor contempt nor envy e'er invade : 
Who has great God his Father and his Friend, 
Who heaven proposes for his journey's end : 
Wont to his God his troubles to disclose, 
And from His promise to derive repose : 
Whose prayers ascend to heaven with vigorous flight ; 
Who keeps God always in his awful sight : 
Ejaculating praise in every place, 
Who to his work, as to his meat, says grace : 
To whose repentance God a pardon seals. 
Who the reviving rays of pardon feels : 
Who in all dangers on his God depends. 
Whose safety an angelic host defends : 
WTio persecuted, duty ne'er declines, 
Whose spirit, trouble breaks not, but refines : 
Who, daily, sacred writ devoutly reads. 
And with fresh subjects, meditation feeds ; 
Whose inoffensive conscience, at ftiU rest. 
Creates habitual joy within his breast ; 
Who aU aflfronts with patience entertains. 
And ground by meekness, not abjection, gains : 
Who by converse his neighbour ne'er defiles. 
Who none despises, injures, nor reviles : 
Whose charity, like God, is imconfined. 
And would be benefeu^tor to mankind : 
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Whose little flock by liberal alms is blest, 

Who oft makes Jesus, in the poor, his guest : 

Whose virtue's uniform, and heart sincere, 

To others easy, to himself severe : 

Who well-meant error with compassion treats, 

Fired by no party with eccentric heats : 

Whose soft reproofe have an obliging force : 

Who with a relish can of heaven discourse : 

Who by example, more than counsel, sways : 

Who ill, with overplus of good repays : 

Who others' wrongs, as God his sins, forgives. 

Of his own heart in jealous caution lives ; 

His ghostly watch and weapons daily plies, 

Ne'er thinks his spirit safe from a surprise ; 

His tenderest concerns with God can trust, 

And rather would be needy than unjust : 

Who, in the world, makes from the world retreat. 

Still studies to be rather good than great : 

Of temper even, of a constant mind. 

Whom no strong passion can enslave or blind : 

Free from the anguish of a life misled, 

And previous horrors which the impious dread ; 

Who from God's blessings severs the abuse. 

Has no fruition of the world, but use ; 

Whose care is for the present manna spent ; 

Who with his daily omer lives content : 

Who still remembers death before he sleeps. 

His last accounts adjusted daily keeps : 

Who public sins with secret tears bewails, 

And for arrest of judgment oft prevails : 
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Who, when Great God for yengeance armed appears, 
Has, 'midst a shower of thunderbolts, no fears ; 
No bolts at his innocuous head are aimed. 
Who all the sins which drew them down disclaimed ; 
Who is the mighty Thunderer's constant care. 
And stops his ireM hand by fervent prayer : 
His will to God strives wholly to resign. 
Who has no will himself, but the divine ; 
Prepared to undergo a madyr's doom. 
Yet dares not to seek martyrdom presume : 
Who daily grows of bliss more hiunbly sure. 
More like to Jesus, more for heaven mature : 
Sings his own Nwnc dimitUs when he dies. 
And on his angeFs wings to glory flies. 




WATCHFULNESS. 

lEW man in his terrestrial state, — 
Love, danger, interest, or hate. 
Ambition, avarice, pride, or lust, 
Toil, jealousy, intrigue, distrust. 
Lapsed Adam's offspring watchM keep. 
And interrupt their midnight sleep. 

Let your considerate spirit view 
The various projects men pursue : 
Evanid honours, short-lived gains. 
False pleasures clogged with real pains. 
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Deceitful shelters, brutish aims. 
Which reason inwardly disclaims. 

All watchM are for things below, 
But careless of eternal woe : 
All thoughts of duty they decline, 
In a dead sleep to thii^s divine : 
Were the same watch directed right, 
'Twould gain them everlasting light. 

The world fierce watch 'gainst heaven declares, 

It is a magazine of snares ; 

A bait for every sense it lays, 

It cheats, blinds, flatters, and betrays. 

Defiles our prayers, and never rests. 

Even in our sleep our thought infests. 

Concupiscence, our foe inbred, 

Is with our poisons only fed ; 

It vanities destructive craves, 

Damps conscience and the mind enslaves ; 

And, should the world sit still. 

Would watchful be to work our ill. 

While stupid men their watch misplace. 
See how death preys on human race — 
Out, with his scythe, the tyrant goes. 
Great multitudes at once he mows ; 
Or by a pestilential blast. 
Makes a whole nation breathe its last. 
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The blest in the celestial sphere, 
Lived all perpetual watchers here : 
They had of God a wakeM awe, 
Death and temptation they foresaw. 
No danger found them unprepared. 
They kept their spirits unensnared. 

Jesus, who watch and prayer enjoined. 

In his own practice both combined ; 

To solitudes he often went. 

Whole nights in prayer and watchii^ spent ; 

He oft predicted he should die, 

Kept always death and heaven in eye. 

Like Jesus, we should both unite. 
Keep death and heaven in constant sight ; 
Heaven, arduous desire ferments, 
Desire, dull negligence prevents : 
Desire, which always heavenward flies. 
To love transmigrates when it dies. 

Desire, in our exiled estate, 

Is love celestial inchoate : 

One spark of love keeps souls awake, 

With rivals daily war to make — 

Love God, and then you skill the art. 

To keep for God a watchftd heart. 
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THE MIRHOR OF THE HEART. 




T was of the celestial ehrystal made, 
Of brightness which could never spot or fiide ; 
Clear as the spring which from God's throne 
proceeds, 
And with fresh streams the heavenly river feeds ; 
Clear as the gems^ which in new Salem shine, 
And wrought by an artificer divine, 
Inspired by God, whose eyes the heart inspect. 
That the beholder's heart it might reflect. 



THE VISION OF THE HEART. 




S this the heart breathed from Jehovah's 

breath ? 
Or did all-gracious God breathe sin and 
death ? 
Is this the heart where reason sovereign reigned. 
And all propensions of the will restrained ; 
Formed every sense, each passion, to control. 
And keep sweet peace in the harmonious soul ; 
Whose realm with this vast globe should co-extend, 
And make aU creatures to its empire bend ? 
I see my hated self impure and vain ; 
I, judge and witness, my false heart arraign: 
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My odious sins my trembling soul confoimd, 

that I might in my own tears be drowned — 
But, woe is me, my flinty eyes are dry ; 

My tears away, when most I want them, fly. 
My sighs ! my tears ! O whither are ye flown — 
Why to my heart are ye such strangers grown ? 
Return, return, and these two cisterns fill. 
That in ne'er ceasing streams they may distil. 
Ah ! not my eyes, it is this heart of stone. 
Which I should rather in this drought bemoan : 
Some Moses strike it with his powerM rod, 
TiU seas gush out for my offended God. 
Lord ! to thy dreadful wrath, to endless woes, 

1 every moment my own soul expose : 
I am a leper, odious and impure. 

How can thy purest eyes this wretch endure ! 
Thou art my Father, I the impious son. 
Who from thy tenderest arms away have run : 
Thou art my Saviour and wouldst die for me, 
I am the Jew who nailed Thee to the tree : 
Thou art the boundless source of love and joy. 
And I to grieve Thee all my powers employ. 




CHASTITY. 

HE pure and foul survey, you'll know 
How these for hell, hell undergo : 
While to gain heaven, of heaven the chaste 

Enjoy the taste. 
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Of sense they watcli all avenues, 
Lest hell its poisons should infuse ; 
Of God all-seeing, and his law. 

Have filial awe. 

The serpent in its birth they choke, 
With prayer and fasting God invoke ; 
A saint by these, unhurt withstands 

Infernal bands. 

Themselves, God's temples, they revere. 
From desecrations keep them clear ; 
Pure God in temples cannot dwell. 

Disposed for heU. 

The chaste alone bliss heavenly gain : 
There virgins follow the Lamb slain. 
Sing hymns, arrayed in purest white. 

In mansions bright. 



THE HOUSE OF FOLLY. 




N a wide barren waste, and on loose sands, 
Moria's tottering house of feasting stands. 
Moria there, e'er since the fall, has reigned, 
And human race to heedless folly trained ; 
Just wit enough she has to fool mankind. 
And make them think they see when they are blind. 
No building seems more pleasant, rich, and gay, 
Inviting all to gaze, who pass that way ; 
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But every tempest or rude wind that blows, 
Down to the ground the crazy fabric throws ; 
Yet the fond dame, all warnings wont to slight. 
Her house rebuilds on the same sandy site : 
Thus she her wealth and labour spends in vain. 
Still to repair what soon falls down again. 
In all things she contends to have her will. 
In error, unadvisable and ill. 
There lived the Fool, whose bams too scanty grew. 
Who, to receive his stores, would build them new; 
Promised himself abundance, life, and ease, 
When hell stood ready on his soul to seize. 
The foolish virgins had apartments there. 
Who would no oil for their dry lamps prepare ; 
They stood confounded when the Bridegroom came, 
And, wanting sacred, felt infernal flame. 

A formal fool stands at Moria's gates, 
Who there, to introduce all comers, waits ; 
With nice punctilios, and with cringes low, 
With ceremonies, which soon tedious grow. 
With compliments, which often he repeats, 
The fulsome fondling every stranger treats. 
They who Moria visit, all along 
Of vain and careless mortals pass a throng, 
Some are morose, some boisterous, some perverse. 
Others in politics themselves immerse. 
Some into open dangers headlong run ; 
Some to all lusts are slaves, and some to one ; 
Some talk eternally, and some are dull ; 
Some of their own accomplishments are full ; 



BISHOP KEN, 67 

Some meddle with all business but their own, 

Some idle stand and put their hands to none. 

Proud fools their worthless selves there highly prize. 

In spite of patent follies would seem wise ; 

Some, by a long experimental train. 

Feel sensual joys vexatious, false, and vain ; 

And yet as eagerly those joys pursue, 

As if they no dissatisfaction knew. 

Their lives they in self-love and laughter spend, 

Have no remembrance of their latter end ; 

Knowledge they hate, whatever they learned, neglect, 

'Tis there a mortal sin but to reflect. 

All kinds of earthly pleasure there aboimd. 

By which the wilftil fools true wisdom drowned : 

All want of man the noble thinking part, 

Anatomize them, and you'U find no heart. 

They more than death dread sickness, pain, or need. 

And on strong opiates, when afflicted, feed ; 

When old ones cloy, new follies them amuse, 

Nothing but hell their souls will disabuse. 

Moria on a gaudy throne sits down, 
Upon her head she wears a glittering crown ; 
With her false gems she makes a dazzling glare. 
Thick daubed with paint, to make her seeming fair, • 
Perfiuned with odorous quintessence, and drest 
In a loose trailing rainbow-coloured vest. 
Soon as a stranger comes she'll him embrace, 
Near her proud person on a tabret place, 
Boiling on him her wanton, yielding eyes. 
To lure him with her lust to sympathise. 
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Till all her stock of deadly guile is spent. 
To fool his soul, and serious Uiouglit prevent. 

Then ber gold cup she takes, and fills brimAit 
Of all that may a heaven-bom ^irit dull — 
' You shall,' she aaya, ' of my clioice cordial drink. 
And never more one troublous thought shall think.' 
With that she drinks, and fills the cup ^ain. 
Courting her guest to pledge her to his bane. 
As Indian dames, their consorts to abuse, 
Dewtry, by stealth, into their cups infuse. 
Which he who drinks, in his delirious fits 
A thousand apish fooleries commits ; 
And when the wine is drunk, the stupid sot, 
All that was said or done has quite forgot. — 
Thus, in the wine she for her votaries kee^H, 
She a strong dose of her narcotic steeps, 
Which in a moment flying to the brain. 
Makes them intoxicated, sensual, vain : 
To dotages on short-lived joys debased, 
TiU all their checks of conscience are erased ; 
They live with laughter pleased, while she, the fools 
Whom she has made, insulting ridicules. 
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GOD OUR HELPER. 

HRICE happy man ! whose soul is staid 
On God's unseen but certain aid ; 
Beneath his shadow he'll retreat, 



And never fear afflicting heat. 

I am by sweet experience sure 
My God a refuge is secure, 
He is my fort against my foes, 
In God I trust in all my woes. 

My sold ! He'll save thee from the snares 
Which hellish spite for thee prepares ; 
When noisome pestilence shall reign. 
Infection He'll from thee restrain. 

His gracious plumes shall thee enclose. 
Thy trust shall in his wings repose. 
His truth shall arms defensive yield. 
It shall thy buckler be and shield. 

Thou shalt no terrors fear by night. 
No arrows which are shot in Kght ; 
No dangers which in darkness rise. 
Or at noon-day, shall thee surprise. 

Amid ten thousand round thee slain. 
Thou unassaulted shalt remain, 
And see, when sinners outrage God, 
The just, dire, vengeance of his rod. 



70 POEMS FROM 

My soul ! thou dost on God rely, 
And hast thy shelter from on high ; 
No evil shall approach thy bed, 
Thou no judicial plague shalt dread. 

God will command on angels lay 
To guide and guard thee night and day : 
Thou shalt on fiercest lions tread, 
Shalt bruise the asp's and dragon's head. 

Hear what God utters from above — 
' Since he has fixed on me his love, 
Has known and has obeyed my will, 
I'll place him out of reach of ill. 

' Whene'er he prays his prayer I'll hear, 
I'll in his trouble still be near. 
Not only him from guilt redeem, 
But raise him in the world's esteem. 

' He long shall happy live below. 
My blessings him shall overflow. 
When languishing for heaven he dies. 
Eternal joys shall glad his eyes.' 
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PRIDE. 




CURSED Pride, the first begotten ill, 
Which first stained innocence, first warped 

the will, 

First 'gainst great God moved sinners to rebel, 
First moved just vengeance to create a hell. 
First down from bliss apostate angels threw, 
First co-apostate man from God withdrew. 



Proud man by pompous notions flatterers draws. 
Fond of precarious, venal, vile, applause ; 
Thinks it beneath a man of honour's state. 
To cast an eye on Lazarus at his gate ; 
Minutely can the spots of others find. 
But to his own deformities is blind ; 
His neighbour censures, or reviles, or hates. 
On his own deeds sets overvaluing rates ; 
Unthankfrd for the blessings he receives. 
With envy at the good of others grieves ; 
Will now and then a neighbour's actions praise. 
That all may see how much he overweighs : — 
Of light defects he now and then complains. 
But is affironted if he credit gains. 
The highest seats he studiously affects. 
Exacts from all punctilios of respects. 
O'er his inferiors he the tyrant plays. 
Loads insupportable on others lays, 
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Sticks at no fraud, <iinpiety, or spite, 
To reach or keep an arbitrary height. 

Proud man ! who blasts all graces in their bloom, 
Weeds of self-love still planting in their room : 
Who sets no bounds to insolent desires, 
Impatient in his station, still aspires : 
Can no good counsel, no reproof endure ; 
Feeds his disease till it admits no cure : 
With haughty looks and a starched gesture walks. 
And of his own achievements only talks. 
The Pharisee an humble virtue scorns. 
With his own eulogies himself adorns. 
Of sacred zeal makes hypocritic shows. 
And soon believes the lies he would impose. 
High as he looks, he is abjectly base, 
To court a rabble, or grandee in place : 
Of his repute he lives in constant dread. 
Fills with romances of himself his head : 
Each casual slight wounds like a bearded dart ; 
Give his true character, you break his heart. — 
He discontented and repining lives. 
That God too little to his merit gives ; 
Begins at last himself to idolize. 
And offer to himself his sacrifice. 

Had I all Solomon's renown and wealth ; 
Had I youth, beauty, and a vigorous health ; 
Had I a confluence of all delights ; 
Of every science could I reach the heights ; 
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Had I a vast and comprehensive mind, 

Able to govern and outwit mankind ; 

Should all the virtues in my spirit join, 

And make to feeble eyes a glare divine ; 

I yet had nothing I could call my own, 

'Twas God first gave, and may remand them all. 

I have not their dominion, but their use, 

Responsible to God for their abuse : 

Pride turns them all to my eternal bane. 

They only serve to heighten endless pain. 



SELF-ACCUSATION. 




H ! I am impotent, polluted, blind. 
To error prone, imstable as the wind. 
By nature inconsiderate, vain, 

Hating what may concupiscence restrain. 

Thou in thy likeness. Lord ! didst me create. 

Till, falling from that godlike state. 

Thy image in me was defaced, 

And all my powers to sin debased. 

My sins raise stormy passions in my soid, 
I feel impetuous billows roll : 
Guilt raises dread of everlasting flame ; 
Filth, foUy, madness, a confounding shame 
To forfeit heaven for trifles vain, 
Excites a just disdain — 
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All my residuous daya, my gtief to vent. 
Should in &st8, prayers, alms, tears, and agony 
be spent. 

When my deliberate sins I call to mind, 
I, Lord ! would fein alleviations find ; 
But on my sina the more I muse. 
The less I can myself excuse — 
Thy law is gracious, thy rewards immense. 
Thy threats, &om sin a stroi^ defence : 
Thy aids are mighty, fatherly thy care. 
All wants may be supplied by filial care : 
Thy angda on our souls attend. 
Thou dost to all our frailties condescend — 
Yet I, in spite of all that Thou hast done, 
Into new outrages against Thee run. 

Had'st Thou not, Lord ! the wonder wrought. 
My change I should impossible have thought : 
Ripe grapes as soon from a wild thorn might shoot. 
Or figs spring from a thistle's root. 
As one sad sigh could from my heart arise. 
Or one soft tear bedew my eyes. 
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PBAYER AND PRAISE. 




RAYER in the state of war, obtains recruits ; 
Praise with the state of saints triumphant 
suits. 

Prayer from the fall originally came, 
When sinners to God's blessing lost their claim ; 
Praise with pure reason coetaneous rose, 
The native thoughts of God to hynm dispose ; 
Beneficence and glory unconfined, 
To sacred rapture elevate the mind. 
Prayers are to pilgrims proper, and expire 
In heaven, where saints have nothing to desire ; 
Praise shall in saints and angels never cease. 
But with fresh zeal eternally increase. 
Prayer often waits, and meets with just delay, 
God many times denies men when they pray ; 
Praise takes to heaven an instantaneous flight, 
In hymns eternally God takes delight. 
Prayers, tinctures of self-love too oft retain. 
When men peculiars for themselves would gain ; 
Praise, with an irreflex and steady view. 
Strives only to give God his glory due. 
Prayer moves within the Hmits of men's needs. 
And ne'er their short capacities exceeds ; 
Praise compass and restriction all disdains, 
God prayer confines, but never praise restrains. 
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Prayer with uncertainties may souls amuse. 

In ignorance or what, or when, to chuse ; 

Praise moves with full assurance, not by guess, 

Regards not what they want, but what possess. 

Prayer often errs ; praise is that grace alone. 

Which true infallibility may own : 

In praise men cannot from their duty stray, 

When they just thanks for God's vouchsafements pay. 

Prayer is the language of afflicted hearts. 

Which may remove or ease internal smarts ; 

Praise is the joyful language of the blest, 

And antedates below supernal rest. 

Prayers, to the votary and the throne divine. 

Their portions, Hke peace-offerings, assign : 

Praise, like the holocaust, the whole devotes, 

God's glory with pure aim, entire promotes. 

Prayer was the style of the Mosaic law. 

Which strove Messias from high heaven to draw ; 

Praise is the style of evangelic days, 

When great God-man meridian beams displays. 

Prayer, penitents with humble sense begin, 

Reviving the sad memory of sin ; 

Praise, when God's favor on the sinner streams, 

Returns to God his own reflected beams. 

Prayer its perfection from high praise assimies. 

This to the incense gives its odorous frmies. 

Prayer is like Babel, where audacious pride 

Moved God the one first language to divide ; 

Men, when for blessings they great God beseech. 

Differ as much in prayer, as in their speech : 
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Praise has one unconfined and common tongue, ' 
Which by the whole created race is sung ; 
Saints here on earth, with the celestial choir, 
In the same hallelujahs still conspire. 
Prayer looks on God's perfections in haK light, 
His power, truth, goodness, chiefly keeps in sight ; 
Praise strives to all the Godhead to extend. 
Incomprehensible to comprehend ; 
In an immense horizon God surveys. 
To Godhead to proportionate its lays, 
And still, the more of God it can descry. 
In loftier numbers hymns the Deity. 

BLESSINGS. 




'ER since I hung upon my mother's breast. 
Thy love, my God, has me sustained and blest : 
My virtuous parents, tender of their child, 
My education, pious, careful, mild : 
My teachers, zealous to well form my mind ; 
My fSdthful Mends and benefactors kind ; 
My creditable station and good name ; 
My life preserved from scandal and from shame ; 
My understanding, memory, and health, 
Relations dear, and competence of wealth*; 
AU the vouchsafements Thou to me hast shewn. 
All blessings, all deliverances unknown — 
Lord ! when thy blessings which all votaries share, 
With my peculiar blessings I compare, 
I stand amazed at their unbounded store, 
I silently thy liberal love adore. 
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THE HEART RESTORED. 




'ER hearts which human rule disdain. 
'Tis God's prerogative to reign : 
My God ! my heart reclaim, 
To dread thine awful name ; 
Or else annihilate the old, 
And in my breast a new one moidd. 

A heart detesting sin, which may 
Right reason not low sense obey ; 
lUnmined and upright. 
Soft, humble, and contrite. 
Prepared for Thee its blood to spend, 
And dreading nought but to offend. 

A heart by thine own likeness made. 

With graces stored which never fad( 

When such a heart is mine. 

To Thee I'll it resign, 

To serve Thee with a filial fear, 

And by thy will its courses steer. 

My heart will then to thy pure eyes. 

Be constant, grateful sacrifice : 

Enfiamed by heavenly fire. 

It will to heaven aspire : 

Rapt with the joy of being thine, 

It never wiU from Thee decline. 
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SLOTH AND AVARICE. 

AST your eye down on that dull slothful 
wight, 

He no distinction knows 'twixt day and night : 
Care and fixed thoughts are torments to his mind, 
He lives a very cypher of mankind : 
When he is waked, he for more sleep will cry, 
And all the time he lives, he strives to die. 
When a command of God he should obey, 
He always pleads a lion in the way : 
His idle hand he in his bosom keeps. 
His field he neither ploughs, nor sows, nor reaps ; 
Death will surprise him when in slumber deep ; 
He'll wake in hell, where the damned never sleep. 

See how that miser doats upon his bags, 
Is in abimdance starved, and clothed in rags : 
Thoughtless of heaven, he strives to fill his stores. 
His gold is the sole idol he adores. 
Insatiable, like the gaping grave. 
He buries all he coveted to have : 
In dread he lives, of losses and of thieves. 
The hardened wretch no indigent relieves. 
The dotard never lives one happy day, 
At death his darling riches fly away ; 
Into eternal want and torture sinks. 
And hopeless then, of his imthinking thinks. 
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Thus heedless sinners to their ruin run, 
Hate to consider, haste to be undone : 
Each day we have mementos of the grave. 
Yet studiously the thoughts of dying wave : 
Man, whom God made of heaven-aspiring thought. 
Shaming his nature, is with trifles caught. 
Learn wisely to improve the present day, 
Consideration hates profane delay : 
Think how all-seeing God considers you. 
And keep Him in your intellectual view. 
By God alone is true conversion wrought. 
He calls man first to self-reflecting thought ; 
Preventing mercy calls you by my voice, 
Heaven to consider, and make heaven your choice. 



CHARITY. 




LEST charity, the grace long-suffering, kind. 
Which envies not, has no self-vaunting mind. 
Is not puffed up, makes no unseemly show, ^ 
Seeks not her own, to provocations slow, 
No evil thinks, in no unrighteous choice 
Takes pleasure, can in truth alone rejoice. 
Hides all things, still believes, still hopes the best, 
All things endures, averse to all contest. 

Tongues, knowledge, prophecy, shall sink away 
At the first glance of beatific ray — 
There charity its element shall gain. 
And with the God of love eternal reign. 
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Dim is all prophecy and knowledge here, 
In blissful view all mysteries are clear : 
In faith and hope our in&ncy began, 
By charity we grow to perfect man : 
Our faith and hope, at best, have weak efforts, 
But charity, souls, strengthens, and transports : 
They darkly through a glass, God distant trace. 
Charity sees his glory face to face. 

Faith of the temple the foundation lays. 
Our lively hopes the superstructure raise ; 
But charity devotes it with due rites, 
And the propitious Shechinah invites. 
Men faith and hope to their own souls confine. 
They like a lamp imder a bushel, shiue ; 
But, like the sun, blest charity displays 
Kind, imiversal, influential rays. 
Faith to the altar brings the sacrifice, 
Hope lays it on, charity fire supplies ; 
'Tis charity alone acceptance gains. 
Without that, God the richest gifts disdains. 
They, like small stars, precariously are bright. 
This constellation is with native light. 
Faith heaven discovers, and hope thither tends. 
But charity alone to bliss ascends : 
Hope absence, Mth obscurity implies, 
Charity only to fruition flies. 




G 
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TRUE AND FALSE JOY. 




OY sensitive may in bad men abound, 
Spiritual, only in the just is foimd ; 
That in the flesh, in spirit this resides ; 
Low sense rules that, this noble reason guides ; 
That, out of natural constitution grows. 
And as the temper varies, ebbs and flows, 
This, from the joy-diffiising Spirit springs. 
Reviving hearts with overshadowing wings ; 
When man for God, aflection filial feels, 
The Paraclete the dear relation seals ; 
His father, God, his portion, heaven, he sees ; 
No worldly trouble can disturb his ease. 
That to self-love and pride becomes decoy. 
By this men humbler grow, the more they joy ; 
That meteor is, shines neither long nor far. 
This has the light and fixedness of a star ; 
Like sudden blasts, that makes a short eflbrt. 
This, like trade-winds, driTes to the heavenly port ; 
That stni the gusto of past sin retains. 
This purges all concupiscential stains ; 
In trials, that evaporates or pines. 
This in the blackest clouds the brightest shines ; 
That, on the death-bed, turns to bitter gall. 
This languishes to hear the heaven-ward call. 
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DEVOTION. 




ROM penitential love devotion springs, 
Ascends on tender, yet on vigorous wings ; 
No difficulties pleads, frames no delays, 
Thinks it can ne'er enough God's goodness praise ; 
Is wont God's house with reverence to frequent, 
On all the sacred offices intent. 
Oft in the closet holds with God converse. 
Permits no thoughts collected to disperse. 
Devout remarks from God's wise conduct gains. 
By heaven-ward breathings heavenly zeal sustains ; 
Love is the fire, devotion is the flame. 
The sacrifice is all that God can claim — 
All the submissions of a will resigned — 
The powers of a heaven-aspiring mind. 



FORECAST. 




S one who building of a tower designs, 
Of the foimdation ere he draws the lines, 

His treasure coimts, and what he must expend, 
Lest he begin what he despairs to end — 
Thus, if you aim at beatific joys. 
Against the world your resolution poise ; 
You must your cross take up, yourself deny. 
And, rather than lose heaven, in torture die. 

As the rich merchant who to purchase gems. 
The dangers of the waves and winds contemns, 
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Finding a pearl on some far distant shore, 
Excelling all he ever saw before, 
Sells all to pay its price, and takes no rest 
TiU of that sovereign pearl he is possest — 
As he to whom the secret is revealed, 
Of treasure buried in a neighbouring field, 
Sells all he has to purchase that one ground. 
Where he's assured great wealth is to be found — 
Thus here you must your worldly all deny. 
For boimdless, all-sufficient joys on high. 
That pearl, that treasure, is the heavenly sphere. 
Whose purchase never can be counted dear. 

As a wise king, menaced by foreign host. 
Who makes of numbers and of conquest, boast. 
Reviews his troops, stores, frontiers, and each fort, 
Computes what treasure must the war support. 
Finding his weakness, curbs his martial heat. 
Dispatching envoys of a peace to treat — 
, Thus, when infernal foes shall you invade, 
Think of the preparations you have made : 
Your mind, wiU, passions, yows, maturely weigh : 
Your constant, warm devotions when you pray. 
You must expect temptations, numerous, strong. 
Disguised, alluring, pertinacious, long ; 
And nothing less than love, which casts out fear. 
With prayer, and watching, and a conscience clear. 
Can in the evil day your soul sustain. 
And o'er your ghostly foes the victory gain — 
Victory, for you with them can have no peace, 
Their force remitting, their wiles never cease ; 
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But, clad in armour of celestial light, 
You may encoimter the whole realm of night : 
On Jesus, not on your own strength, rely, 
Jesus, invoked, will mighty aid supply. 




THE WANDERING OF THE HEART. 

Y heart inclines to bliss. 
Yet studies the strait way to miss ; 
My thoughts are loose and vain : 
When I most strive them to restrain. 
They fly at random all the world about. 
And render my best prayers careless and indevout. 

Opinions false, one while 

My fond credulity beguile : 

In a mistaken way. 

With pertinaciousness I stray ; 

I no destructive consequences heed, 

Am harder to reclaim, the fexther I proceed. 

Sin the internal cells 

Invades, where my remembrance dwells. 

Past foul ideas there. 

In lively colours pictured are ; 

When to recal truths heavenly I designed, 

Things sensual overspread the surface of my mind. 

Ah ! often have I tried, 

My inclinations right to guide. 
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But my adulterous will, 

Enamoured grows of every ill ; 

All my affections on my will attend, 

They reason disregard, and to my bane propend. 

My God ! thou only art 

Able to know, keep, rule, the heart — 

O ! make my heart thy care, 

Which I myself to keep, despair : 

No rebels then wiU garrison my breast, 

Beneath Almighty wings, my heart will live at rest. 



BLISS. 




TO an all-sufficient bliss aspire, 

Which satiates, and which terminates desire ; 

Which stores my spirit with ideas bright, 

With a meridian, imiversal light ; 

Proportioned to propension unconfined. 

Which leaves no one vacuity behind ; 

Where no deficience, trouble, change, alloy. 

Can lessen or my indolence or joy ; 

Which to eternity will fully please, 

Transcendent, yet attainable with ease ; 

Has loveliness imbounded to endear. 

From the least atom of pollution clear ; 

Which elevates my soul to utmost height. 

And ne'er withdraws its beatific sight. 



BISHOP KEN, 87 

Gk>d with restraints inferior natures made, 
But no restraints on souls immortal laid ; 
And, did not sin our native reason blind. 
Bliss is congenial to immortal mind. 
God, who ne'er formed capacity in vain, 
For boundless good must boundless reach ordain : 
God only our capacities can fill — 
God is the native centre of our wiU. 

From Thee, great God I our spirits took their 
start: 
Thou our sole Alpha and Omega art ! 
Spirit with spirit suitably is joined ; 
Finites and infinites true Mness find ; 
'Tis our sole bliss eternally to be 
United to thy all-sufficiency : 
The spirit where it would be, then remains. 
And lodged in Thee, feels neither wants nor pains. 
But how shall man. Lord ! reach that glorious 

height ; 
Or dust and ashes with great God imite ? 
Is it thy will that union to delay, 
And bliss reserve till we shake off this clay ? 
'Tis here, my God, the union is begun, 
Sealed with the blood of thine eternal Son ; 
Souls here, by love, with God united grow. 
And feel anticipated heaven below. 

Ye worldly joys which court my choice, adieu — 
My soul was made for God — ^too great for you. 
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PLEADING. 

Y Lord, my God ! to Thee I pray, 
Unpitied send me not away ; 
My malady control, 



Command me to be whole ; 

Thy word will me to health restore — 

Speak but one word, I ask no more. 

My eyes thy love will then see clear ; 

My ears thy gracious call will hear ; 

My silent tongue will speak, 

And into praises break ; 

Of lusts I shall be dispossessed, 

Sweet peace will then becalm my breast. 

Thy powerM aids will me sustain. 
Of weakness I'U no more complain ; 
My rocky heart will melt. 
When it thy love has felt ; 
Oft a deliverance more endears, 
Than an immunity from fears. 




EUTHANASIA, 



OB 



PREPARATIVES FOR DEATH. 



BLB88BD ABB THE DEAD THAT DIB IN THE LOBD. 





INDUCTION. 



THE MISER. 



^^ SAW this day a miser old, 
W/jM B«ceive and count a b^ of gold ; 
Pa>^|| His spectacles he cleared, 
And on his nostrils reared. 
Then moved his table toward the light. 
To gain an unobstructed sight. 

The pieces one by one he took. 
And fixed on either side his look, 
The edge he searched with care, 
To find deficience there. 
Next to the touchstone it applied. 
And by the current standard tried. 

Then reached his balance nicely made. 
Which smallest things minutely weighed ; 
The piece which passed his view. 
Into the scale he threw. 
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Accounting what he must abate 
For every atom short of weight. 

Soon from the wretch I turned away, 

Idolater of shining clay, 

But conscience me here checked, 

And chid my self-neglect ; 

She back me on a sudden drew, 

My observation to renew. 

' You,* Conscience said, ' that wretch despise. 

Who yet may teach you to be wise ; 

He, with a mind fuU bent, 

On his own gain intent. 

His short-Uved riches tells and weighs— 

You thus should number aU your days. 

' Blest Jesus warned that, here below, 
Misers would in their conduct show. 
More zeal for short-lived toys. 
Than saints for endless joys : 
If saints and misers we compare. 
The worldly-minded wisest are.* 

O madness to the last degree ! 

That all man's life should squandered be. 

Things worthless to pursue. 

Which he'll for ever rue — 

Had half that care on heaven been drained. 

It would eternal bliss have gained. 
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My conscience then my thought improved, 

And me to think of judgment moved, 

When every act, word, thought. 

To God's tribunal brought. 

The searcher of our hearts will try. 

More nicely than the miser's eye. 

On my past time I then reflect, 
Deploring sadly my neglect : 
Vast treasure I had heaped, 
And should at death have reaped. 
Had I the minutes, as they rolled. 
Heeded, as that vile wretch his gold. 

In vanity I spent my prime : 

In age I wasted precious time, — 

Time which I should employ 

To purchase endless joy, — 

Time which, when once away it flies, 

I never, never can reprise. 

I nothing should too dear esteem. 

My heedless minutes to redeem : 

O that I had the power 

To live a year each hour. 

That I might, ere I breathed my last. 

Retrieve my idle minutes past. 
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NOW. 




HE Past can be no more, — 
Whose misemploying I deplore 
The Future is to me 

An absolute uncertainty : 

The Now, which will not with me stay, 

Within a second flies away. 



I heard God often say, 
Now, of salvation is the day, 
But turned from heaven my view, 
I still had something else to do ; 
TiU God a dream instructive sent. 
To warn me timely to repent. 

Methought death with his dart, 

Had mortally transfixed my heart ; 

And devils round about. 

To seize my spirit flying out, 

Cried — Now, of which you took no care. 

Is turned to Never and despair. 

I gave a sudden start. 

And waked, with Never in my heart ; 

Still I that Never felt. 

Never upon my spirit dwelt, 

A thousand thanks to God I paid. 

That my sad Never was delayed. 
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Now I began to weep, 

Confessed my sins with sorrow deep ; 

I then my vows renewed, 

I would no heavenly Now elude ; 

Now, happily my soul was changed ; 

Now, I was from the world estranged. 




DAYS NUMBEBED. 

OD a command upon me lays, 
Bightly to number all my days : 
Of all, past, present, and to come. 
To cast the sum. 



But soon as I begin to cast 

The number of my days now past, 

All look like an evanid dream. 

All cyphers seem. 

My now when I minutely weigh, 
'Tis but a moment not a day ; 
To niunber not by days but sins 

My soul begins. 

When I thus calculate my years. 
Each guilly day an age appears. 
But when I re-survey the store, 

I stiU find more. 
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And yet a sum much greater lies 
Hid from my intellectual eyes, 
Of sins forgot whose guilt remains, 

And crimson stains. 



Lord ! in thy book they are enrolled, 
O might I there the same behold ! 
That I the debt immense may know 

Which there I owe. 

The blood of dying God alone, 
Can for my vast arrears atone : 
His merits fiEir my sios exceed, 

Them, Lord ! I plead- 

Accept my plea, and when that's done. 
While I my ftiture race shall run, 
Miud me of duty, steer my will. 

And guard from ill. 

I'll every mom my vows renew, 
I'll God retain aU day in view ; 
My conscience count in me shall keep. 

Before I sleep. 

My past lost moments I disdain. 
My present shall at duty aim. 
And all my friture, as they glide. 

To heaven I'U guide. 
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I then no more the fool shall act, 
Or friendship with the world contract, 
Or squander precious time, to gain 

Eternal pain. 



But duly numbering all my days, 
I shall a stock of wisdom raise, 
And from the hours I well employ. 

Reap endless joy. 




CONSCIENCE. 

HY glorious throne is, Lord ! on high 
Beyond the reach of mental eye ; 
But Thy vicegerent, we all know, 
Is here below. 



To conscience Thou, in every mind. 
Thy deputation hast assigned : 
Neglect to thy sub-regent^ s throne, 

Affronts thine own. 



Great God ! Thou art my judge, my guide. 
My witness, when I &11 or slide : 
My register, each beam, each mote. 

Each hour to note. 

H 
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My just remembrancer, to keep 
The memory of sins which sleep : 
My monitor, to point at snare, 

And rouse my care. 

My conscience is all this to me — 
Lord ! following that, I follow Thee — 
It guides my way, it wakes my fear. 

When danger's near. 

In conscience I recorded read. 
Each sinM thought, and word, and deed ! 
When searched minutely it recalls 

Forgotten falls. 

It is my judge, and when I die, 
Dooms me to sink, or mount on high : 
God will the sentence fix at last, 

Which conscience past. 

Conscience ! Thy throne 1*11 re-erect. 
All that's within me to inspect ; 
How from God's holy law I swerve. 

Do thou observe. 

All my past sins, with time, place, kind, 
Continuance, number, call to mind ; 
Each passion, each propension vain. 

Each thought arraign. 
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All my omissions supervise, 
And to wliat guilt they all arise ; 
To my own self my vileness show, 

Incurring woe. 

Mind me of death, and doom severe, 
Till shame, confusion, dread, and fear, 
Together from my spirit start. 

And break my heart. 

When God anew my heart shall mould. 
And quite annihilate the old. 
You, faithful Conscience ! I adjure 

To keep it pure. 

Should my love wane, your care ne'er cease 
TiU it return to the increase ; 
That love may at God's bar appear, 

From outrage clear. 

Mild are the martyr's racks and wheels. 
Compared to what iU-conscience feels ; 
To that excess no horrors swell, 

On this side hell. 

The worm which an ill-conscience breeds, 
A thousand scorpions' stings exceeds : 
Hell is in conscience when defiled — 

From heaven exiled. 
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Conscience, whene'er it is serene, 
From all pollution wilM, clean. 
Of joys has prelibations sweet, 

In heayen complete. 



Of death it wiU be free from dread. 
And at God's throne erect its head : 
God reconciled with joy will eye. 

And rapturous die. 




CHRISrS YOKE EASY. 

S through the town my course I steered, 
I various lamentations heard : 
At each lamenter I stood still, 
And noted his peculiar iU. 



I heard some dolefiiUy complain. 
Of misery, of disease, of pain : 
I pitied some with want distressed, 
And others cruelly oppressed. 



Of death some had a ghastly sight, 
I saw them trembling at the fright : 
On some the fears of judgment seized. 
With horrors hard to be appeased. 
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Others against the world inveighed. 
Which, though it mighty olSbrs made, 
Was &lse, afflicting, transient, vain. 
And led to everlasting bane. 

In sad despair some wretches groaned ; 
Impending vengeance some bemoaned; 
Some, for their turpitude, had shame, 
And terrors of infernal flame. 

These groped for truth with darkened mind ; 
Those to no rule their wills could bind : 
These strong antarctic passions racked : 
Infernal legions those attacked. 

I heard them all with grief disclose. 
Not their transgressions but their woes : 
All, heavy laden or enslaved, 
Ease, rather than God's pardon, craved. 

My eye of faith blest Jesus saw 
Near to each soul in anguish draw ; 
With soft benignity to all, 
He uttered this endearing call : 

' Come unto me ye spirits grieved. 
By me your woes shall be relieved ; 
I'm meek and lowly, learn of me, 
I'll set you from all anguish free." 
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The call was gracious, and brought aid, 
That it by all might be obeyed ; 
And none with that sweet call complied. 
But instantly their tears were dried. 

Yet men of a lethargic mind. 
Despised the bliss for them designed ; 
They courted sin, and madly chose 
•To aggravate their penal woes. 

Had they obeyed dear Jesus' voice. 
And made their happiness their choice. 
One healthy minute more would please, 
Than numerous ages of disease. 

O would unthinking mortals poise 
The sensual with celestial joys. 
They then would wilM sins deplore, 
And firmly vow to sin no more. 

An humble soul is still at ease. 
No heights can the ambitious please : 
Almsgiving lighter &r appears. 
Than the oppressor's inward fears. 

Sobriety more glads the soul. 
Than vomits in which drunkards roll ; 
The glutton surfeits at his meals. 
The temperate kind refreshment feels. 
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Pure chastity excels in gust. 
The calentures of baneM lust : 
Sloth liyes exposed to furious hell, 
The watchful fiery darts repel. 

The envious their own souls torment, 
Blest charity creates content : 
'Tis predamnation to despair, 
Tis bliss to trust God's tender care. 

Anger's an hurricane inbred. 
Meekness, a calm in heart and head : 
Reyenge, of war runs all the ills. 
Forgiveness, sweets of peace instils. 

Bebellion a whole realm annoys, 
Subjection best secures our joys : 
Self-love insatiate still remains, 
God's love fiill satis&ction gains. 

All ' yea and nay,' more natural deem 
Than horrid oaths which God blaspheme : 
To be sincere, than act a part, 
A single, than divided heart. 

A conversation courteous, sweet. 
Than temper sour and peevish heat : 
A competence and moderate mind. 
Than avarice to no bounds confined. 
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An inoflPensive quiet life, 
Than jealousy and causeless strife : 
A justice to each rightM claim, 
Than of a cheat the guilt and sham^. 

The wicked, like the troubled sea, 
-Are ne'er from storms of conscience free ; 
They outrage God's all-seeing eye ; 
Till they the devil's martyrs die. 



PARDON. 






ACH step I in repentance trod, 
I more enamoured grew with God 
No joys below the joys on high. 



Can with the joys of pardon vie. 

Lord ! thy light burden may I bear. 
Thy easy yoke for ever wear ; 
Keep still a meek and lowly heart, 
Till I at death take heavenward start. 

All praise to Thee, who madest the way 

Easy to everlasting day : 

I, Lord ! to follow Thee intend, 

Till I, like Thee, to bliss ascend. 
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TIME TO BE IMPROVED. 




HAT the blest son of Amos told 
Good Hezekiah — I grow old — 
My age inculcates every day — 
" Observe your crazy, mouldering clay ; 
Of all your worldly cares dispose, 
For you of life are near the close." 

The pious king, wept, mourned, and prayed ; 
Three lustres God his death delayed. 
And to support his Mth divine. 
Indulged him an illustrious sign : 
The shadow ten degrees turned back, 
Remeasuring its diurnal tract. 

My God ! should I a sign implore, 
I should be ready to ask more : 
That Thou wouldst a permission give. 
That life mispent I might re-live ; 
In hope to live my new life o'er. 
To mend what was amiss before. 

But, Lord ! I fear my treacherous will, 
"Would live reacting the like iU : 
I*d rather to thy goodness fly. 
Which can what I have lost supply. 
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And teach me to retrieve my prime, 
By husbanding residuous time. 

Thy talent, Lord ! placed in my trust. 
By my neglect contracted rust ; 
May it now gain ten talents more, 
And daily multiply my store, 
TiU of good works, whene'er I die, 
I may rich treasure have on high. 

May I no more my hours mispend. 

On which my hopes of heaven depend ! 

1*11 part with all I have, to buy 

The field where heavenly treasures lie ; 

And I, the goodly pearl to gain. 

Shall think my blood not spent in vain. 

My sins are many, and the score 
By aggravations is much more— 
O I have long, hard work to do. 
My sins with sorrow to review, 
My soul for judgment to prepare — 
O, I no minute have to spare ! 
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BAPTISM. 

LEST hour ! — ^when I, a new-born child. 
Great God, wy God, my Father styled. 
I then, adorned with Christ's dear name. 



To Christ-like bliss, had Christ-like claim : 
Christians, who Christ's anointed are, 
In his celestial unction share. 

Persons and things, to God applied. 

Were by anointing sanctified : 

To turn them to a worldly use 

Was sacrilegious abuse. 

Lord ! keep aliye my Christian flame. 

With Christ-like love and Christ-like aim. 

The Holy Ghost on Jesus' head, 
Unmeasurable graces shed : 
Christians, who Christ's anointed are, 
In his celestial imction share ; 
The Spirit, templing in their hearts. 
His all-sujQ&cient aid imparts. 

O may I with a Mth unfeigned, 
Preserve my Christian name imstained : 
To copy Christ, O may I strive— 
From whom I that dear name derive — 
And die, when death shall me arrest, 
A Christian with Christ's unction blest 
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SABBATISM. 




ACH day sabbatic duty claims, 

Each has sabbatic aims : 

Devotion to attend, 
Heayen in the closet to ascend. 
And at hours opportune. 
In God's own house to worship God triune. 

God's book with humble hearts to read, 

Prepared for heavenly seed ; 

With an attentive ear. 

Celestial truths displayed to hear. 

With saints to hold discourse, 

Of mutual light and consolations source. 

All who in mind or body grieve, 

With pity to relieve ; 

Like angels of pure light, 

To live of God in awful sight ; 

In hymn to spend eflfort. 

And by warm prayers, souls heavenward to transpor 

On God to retransfuse the mind. 
And live with wiU resigned. 
Pleased only with God's choice : 
In all God's orders to rejoice. 
To bear a filial smart, 
With a serene and unrepining heart. 
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With men to keep a temper mild, 

To live God's tender cliild ; 

When death shall you release. 

To die with God at perfect peace. 

And long towards God to rise — 

'Tis by these acts saints daily sabbatise. 



THE TEMPTER OVERCOME. 




HOUGH Death, the king of terrors styled. 
Frights souls, while here from heaven exiled. 
He's but a despicable thing, 
A petty, tributary king 
Tot^tsin,andtoSssire, 
On his infernal throne of fire. 

Death only mows down transient lives ; 
Sin of eternal life deprives. 
Whoe'er to Jesus gives his name. 
Against all hell must war proclaim : 
My soul ! your ghostly foes survey. 
And your own hopes to win the day. 

Invisibly they souls invade. 
Their chiefest strength is ambuscade : 
For every sin they have disguise. 
Doubts, salvoes, wiles, excuses, lies : 
With horrors in prestigious forms. 
Hell souls, as malice guides it, storms. 
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Yet too, too feeble is their spite, 

An humble soul to daunt or Mght ; 

All snares, thorns, darts, force, fraud, of hell^ 

Souk who resist are sure to quell : 

May I my arms like Jesus wield. 

And make the tempter qxdt the field. 

Arm me, my God, in ghostly %ht. 
With love's imconquerable might : 
The love celestial casts out fears ; 
Love aU tremendous woes endears : 
Love gains of boimdless love the care, 
By the sweet violence of prayer. 



SIGHS. 




IGHS whether swift to heaven they rise 
As morning gilds the skies — 
Or God, by omnipresent ear, 
When they are sighed is near — 
Since God vouchsafes what I desire, 
'Twere fruitless to inquire. 

In heaven accoimts of sighs are kept. 

Of every tear that's wept ; 

Saints feel the blessing back they bring. 

Swift as angelic wing : 

The humble what they beg obtain, 

They never sigh in vain. 



BISHOP KEN. Ill 




THE EPHEMERON. 

WITH what wisdom are all tilings designed, 
Man of his God and latter end to mind ! 
Duty and death are by all creatures taught, 
Though earthly, they raise heavenly-minded thought. 

The lilies which great Solomon outvie. 

Are far less glorious than this little fly ; 

The great Creator's power and wisdom shine, 

Concentred, in this miniature divine : 

Br^ht, various-coloured rays his wings adorn. 

He of the garden is the sovereign bom. 

He o'er the birds, trees, bushes, takes his range. 

And for his pleasure can his region change. 

Now with spread wings the pliant air he sweeps, 

Then on his legs he on the surface creeps : 

He perches on sweet plants, sucks odorous flowers. 

Enjoys the sun, retreats to shady bowers ; 

Abimdance, beauty, freedom, and delight. 

In Aill perfection all in him imite : 

He's with the world at peace, provokes no foe, — 

Thrice happy creature did his bliss he know ! 

In bliss . . . none here that fly transcend, 

Bom in a paradise his life to spend, 

To die on some sweet flower, and in its womb 

To lie embalmed and have its odorous tomb. 
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Our life yexatious, transient is, and vain, 

And every morning we renew our pain ; 

The world we should renounce, we most admire. 

All things to our eternal bane conspire. 

By poisonous error and converse misled. 

Of death and judgment in perpetual dread. 

Congenial guilt up with our stature grows. 

Accumulating everlasting woes. 

Did but a new-bom infant fully know 

The wretched life he is to undergo. 

He at his birth would rather bliss begin. 

Than run the hazard of one wilful sin ; 

Or of this fly he'd choose the short-lived age ; 

And, as the sun withdraws, forsake the stage. 

We, like the fly, must from the world retreat. 
And wisely manage our short vital heat. 
What is our life but a repeated day ? 
We quickly pass our noon, and waste away ; 
We daily the like ghostly dangers meet, 
We the same duties every day repeat. 
Strive that this day may yesterday outdo ; 
Of virtue nobler heights each day pursue. 
God to 'the present day our view confined. 
Would have us, for the future, live resigned : 
Taught us to pray for only daily bread. 
And trust on Him to be to-morrow fed. 
Lord ! daily bread, but love perpetual, give, 
Without thy love we can no minute live : 
We'll to the present day our prayers consign. 
And live in reverence of the eye divine. 
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We'll to our fly give freedom, that he may 

Live his ^q o'er with happiness to-day : 

From him each day we'll learn to live content, 

Upon the daily manna God has sent. 

With thanks to God we'll now our meal begin ; 

Sweet is the meal which is not soured by sin ; 

Sweet is the meal which wasted strength recruits, 

That God may of our vigour have the fruits ; 

Sweet is the meal when, as our body's fed. 

Our spirit hungers for supernal bread. 

This day to future days shaU be the plan : 

We'U every day do aU the good we can : 

By God's sweet aid no minutes we'll mispend. 

On these time-drops eternal joys depend. 

A thousand years to God is but a day, 

Eternity of love feels no decay : 

We'll strive to imitate our God above. 

And live each^[ay a thousand years of love. 



SEPARATION. 




FT of my grave I take reviews; 
On what death is, I daily muse : 
'Tis separation to endure 
Betwixt my soul and flesh impure : 
Flesh falls to dust, when in its urn ; 
Soul will to God, her source, return. 
I 
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Of both, the state will be the same 
As 'twas ere they together came. 
'Tis natural to dissolve to earth, 
Since 'tis from that flesh had its birth : 
'Tis natural for the soul to fly 
To God, who breathed her from on high. 

Flesh, when 'tis buried in the grave, 
Will nothing want, will nothing crave : 
It as insensible will he. 
As 'twas before its vital tie ; 
While worms devour its very heart, 
'Twill nor disturbance feel, nor smart. 

The soul, when it to God aspires. 
Possesses aU that she desires : 
Here she's imprisoned and exiled, 
By baneful vanities beguiled ; i^ 
There she lives safe at home, uncurbed. 
In bliss supernal, undisturbed. 

Yet faithfrd souk are but half-blest, 
Till glorious bodies them invest. 
They live in acquiescence sweet. 
Till they have happiness complete ; 
Would not completely happy be 
Till God the moment shall decree. 

Fond men a separation fear. 

Which, would they th^lk, should death endear. 
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The flesH, in indolence at rest— 
The soul, in joy among the blest — 
Are the saints' lot, who at death's sight, 
In exultation disunite. 



Saints thus celestial joys foretaste. 
And, when their vital spirits waste. 
While gently death lays flesh asleep, 
Their souls celestial vigils ke6p : 
They Jesus see, they hear his voice. 
They wakefully love, hymn, rejoice. 



A VISION OF DEATH. 



•f 




T chanced, just as the full-cheeked moon 
Reached her nocturnal noon, 
I to a garden shade withdrew. 

Heaven undistractedly to view ; 

And, as to God my prayer took flight, 

I saw a very formidable sight. 

On a pale horse I death descried. 

Who seemed towards me to ride, 

Of colossean bones composed, 

Which into skeleton were closed ; 

Two wide-mouthed quivers, filled with store 

Of deadly darts, like holsters hung before. 
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A shoal of deaths made up His train, 
Whicli spread the airy main. 
Who at his beck fiill speed would fly 
To mortals doomed that hour to die. 
He all the way shot darts * * 
****** 

Death and his squadrons, night and day. 

Unwearied, hunt for prey : 

They never spare or sex or age. 

On all mankind they wreak their rage, 

Electively shed himian gore, 

Let misers live to harden them the more ; 

Souls sick of life they intermit ; 
Men fond of life they hit ; 
They murder infants in the womb, 
Send some by sickness to their temb. 
Some fall by a surprising stroke. 
And have no minute mercy to invoke. 

Death's arrows seemed at random shot. 

Yet never missed the spot : 

An angel guided every dart, 

When, where, and how to gore the heart — 

When, where, and how, no mortals knew, 

And rarely died with preparation due. 

Bright angels waited on the just. 
Freed from afflictive dust. 
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The damned sank to the dark abyss : 
The saints flew up to bliss — 
The shrieks of those, the joys of these, 
I saw sealed up by firm decrees. 



DEATH. 




F follies, to which Adam's race 

Immortal souk debase, 

None ever yet was known to gain 
So universal reign, 

As that which thought of dying flies, 
Till pangs of death the wretch surprise. 

That they must die, aU men confess. 
None time nor place can guess ; 
The manner, kind, all secret own 
To all but God alone : 
All on short life depending know 
Eternity of bliss or woe. 

My soul, this flesh, when in its urn, 
Must to corruption turn ; 
You'll to the source of spirits fly, 
To your birth-place on high : 
Heaven is of souls the native sphere ; 
O heaven-bom soul, live stranger here. 
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Evanidjoys With scorn survey, 

At death they'll fleet away ; 

The riches you to heayen may bear, 

Are hymn, and ahns, and prayer : 

When God's mild eyes shall them behold. 

Your gain wiU be ten-thousand-fold« 

Of death you'll never live in dread, 
When you to sin are dead ; 
'Tis sin makes death of terrors king. 
Sin arms him with his sting ; 
But Jesus' cross his terror quells, 
The venom of his sting dispels. 

Life has of troubles various scenes ; 

Death, storms of life serenes ; 

All praise to God who death designed. 

To disembroil the mind. 

That it might, free from fleshly weight, 

Sprii^ into the immortal state. 

May my accounts, great God, with Thee, 

Each night adjusted be ! 

Grave on my soul my dying day. 

That I may watch and pray, 

And joy when death shall summons give, 

That then I shall begin to Uve. 
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JUDGMENT. 




HEN the arcliaiigers trump shall sound, 
And warn the world in stupor drowned, 
At God's tribunal to appear — 

Hell-powers the voice shall, qtdvering, hear, 

The dead shall in their graves awake, 

The hearts of all the living quake. 

God-man, the Judge, shall ready stand 
To leave his throne at God's right hand : 
The angels at his march shall shout, 
And, all the way, with zeal devout. 
Shall hymns to the Incarnate King 
Of mercy and of justice, sing. 

The heavenly book shall be unclosed. 
The secrets of aU hearts exposed ; 
God and their conscience saints will clear, 
They'U plead, not perfect but sincere ; 
To their mild Judge they'll make appeals, 
Who with his blood their pardon seals. 

The guilty sinners, self-condemned. 
Who Jesus' laws and cross contemned^ 
Despairing to decline their &,te, 
With horror shall their doom await. 
" Go, Cursed ! doomed to endless pain ; — 
'' Come, Saints ! in endless bliss to reign.'' 
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All praise to God, who, here below, 
Prolongs my choice of bliss or woe ! 
My past ill choice may I deplore, 
Fear hell, but fear offending more ; 
Keep a tribunal in my mind. 
And have by God my pardon signed. 



HELL. 




HEN, " Go, ye Cursed," God proclaims, 
And sinners plunge in endless flames. 
Think, my soul, what mighty pain 



The damned sustain. 

Self-rage for breach of gracious laws. 
The worm of conscience which still gnaws, 
Con^sion, terror, trembling, shame, 
And fierce self-blame. 

Heaven lost, the choice of torments sure, 
Souls tempered torments to endure ; 
Of sin a clear and bitter sense, 
And hate immense. 

All miseries which there overflow. 
Fill all capacities of woe ; 
Hope is for ever banished there, 
By black despair. 
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My soul, think how the damned complain, 
And to themselves impute their pain — 
" God bid me live, but wretched I 
Would chuse to die." 



THE WORLD DENIED. 




HERE'S no true satis&ction here, 
'Tis only in the heavenly sphere ; 
In vain, in vain, deluded soid. 
You seek for bliss from pole to pole : 
Your folly never, till you die. 
Gives the bewitching world the lie. 

If of the world you'd have a view. 
In a just Kght, at distance due, 
Down to the gates of death repair, 
And see what crowds come hourly there : 
Note, at their entrance, what they say. 
Just as they reach the parted way. 

" O cursed world !" the sinner cries, — 
" While I turn back on you my eyes, 
O, like Lot's wife, may I behold 
Brimstone and fire, ten- thousand-fold 
More showered on you than Sodom burned, 
And may I be to marble turned ! 
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'' Ah ! while the tempting world I blame, 
I on myself should take the shame : 
God goodness o'er all things diffiised ; 
His blessings, sinAil, I abused, 
O ! how tremendous God appears ! 

how I rue my mispent years !" 

" Farewell, vain world, which me allured ; 
You" — ^the saint cries — " I have abjured ; 
You turned all creatures to my bane, 

1 am heaven-bom, and you disdain — 
I, hastening to my heavenly crown. 
With full contempt on you look down. 

" You with fold pleasures me way-laid ; 
Against your force I watched and prayed : 
My love, on God all-lovely, placed, 
The love of transient joys erased : 
Heaven was my native land, I knew, 
I'm bom too nobly to mind you* 

" At the expansion of my wii^. 

Angels and saints my welcome sing : 

I am aU rapture ; all my way 

Is love, joy, triumph, glorious ray. 

O boimdless oceans of delight ! 

O how transporting is God's sight !" 

My sold, whene'er a worldly lust 
Allures or flatters sensual gust. 
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Fly to the gates of death, and stay 
Till of the dead the lots you weigh : 
Be death's disciple for a while, 
Death, death, will best you unbeguile. 



^B W6 



THE VIATICUM. 



ESUS ! I in thy Gospel read, 
That ere Thou didst for sinners bleed. 
Thou didst the Eucharist ordain, 
Souls to sustain. 



From the blest table Thou didst go 
To thy strong agonizing woe : 
Thence humble, meek, resigned, sedate. 

Thy death await. 

Saints, whom death threatened to inyade, 
Thy altar still their refiige made ; 
Humbly assured they best could there 

For death prepare. 

The source of life was in their breast ; 
By death they could not be distrest : 
They, to that heavenly food inured. 

The cross endured. 
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• 

Death both illumined and refined, 

By that inflanunatiye, the mind : 

Death gave them of their Saviour dear. 

The vision clear. 

Jesus ! when death approach shall make. 
May I of thy dear self partake ; 
That with a will resigned I may 

Thy call obey. 

May I like Thee my death-pangs bear, 
Resting on God's paternal care ; 
Spreading my wings to take my flight 

To blissful sight. 



LOVE STRONG AS DEATH. 




SAINT, to few but God well known, 
Who seemed in town to dwell alone : 
With few but saints who e'er conversed. 

His alms in secret who dispersed ; 

Whose virtues lay so out of view. 

That Satan ne'er his saintship knew— 

Such was the saint to Jesus dear. 

Who often made him visits here. 

Jesus to Death commission gave, 
To lay his body in the grave ; 
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Death to confederate Hell revealed 
For whom his warrant next was sealed. 
Death and Hell out together went, 
On the saint's endless ruin bent : 
They both approaching his sick-bed. 
His watchful angel o'er his head 
Brandished his bright angeHc blade. 
That neither cotdd the saint invade. 

His license Death began to plead : 
" That," said the Angel, " you exceed ; 
For, when his dying heaven designed. 
You should have left your hell behind — 
Hell, which heaven damns to strict restraint, 
From troubling a departed saint." 

The Angel, with his two-edged fire. 
Made the infernal fiend retire ; 
" Your dart," said he, " now on him try. 
In slumbers sweet you see him lie : 
Truth says that Love as Death is strong, 
To see the experiment I long : 
Death ! what your strength is, fully say, 
And I'll his love against it weigh." 

Grim Death replied — " What lovers dare 
Weak Love with this strong arm compare ? 
I, a crowned king, this sceptre sway ; 
All living creatures me obey : 
I daily round the heavenly arch, 
Armed with ten thousand terrors, march : 
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My darts I at my pleasure fling, 
At statesman, hero, prelate, king." 

— " Your crown is made of cypress dead ; 
Love crowns with rays a lover's head : 
You have your bounds, but love has none ; 
Love sits with Jesus on a throne ; 
Saints by her borrowed splendor shine. 
And all things in love's good combine." 

— " No wretch against me e'er rebelled. 

But his audacious pride I queUed. 

I no fatigue, no danger know ; 

No difficulty I forego. 

Name, if you can, one single soul. 

Who ever cotdd my might control." 

— '' Blest Enoch and Elias flew 
To heavenly rest, in spite of you : 
Love over dangers, tortures, pains. 
Invincible, the conquest gains ; 
Contemns you when you fierce appear, 
And never feels what 'tis to fear. 
Your fatal keys blest Jesus keeps ; 
He mortals raises from death-sleeps : 
By him love victory gains in fight. 
Though all hell-powers assist your spite." 

— " I vanquished your Incarnate God, 
And on his grave triumphant trod : 
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And can weak love my force withstand. 
When Jesus owned my conquering hand ?" 

— ^*^ 'Twas love, not you, made God to die, 
That lovers might your darts defy ; 
He down his life was pleased to lay, 
A ransom for man's guilt to pay." 

— " Behold this sting, which mortals gores. 
And throws strong poison through their pores ; 
No brazen serpent, when in sight. 
To cure the wound I make has might." 

— " Death ! when to lovers you draw nigh, 

You're forced to lay your terrors by ; 

When warrants are for lovers signed, 

You leave sting, sceptre, crown, behind : 

Love eyes dear Jesus on the tree. 

And from your tyranny is free. 

You force exert on brittle clay, 

Which has no power to disobey. 

Love fights with lust, the world, and hell, 

Has foes unnumbered to repel ; 

Love runs through life a dangerous course. 

And must at last take heaven by force. 

" On dust you, like the serpent, feed, 
By love the soul from dust is freed : 
You, sin-bom, seize the baser part, , 
Love keeps for God the heaven-bom heart. 
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" You mortals bury in cold urns, 
Love to the source of life returns. 
Fiends, who would die, you cannot kill, 
To angels you can work no ill. 
Death ! you are mortal, you'U at last 
Into the fiery lake be cast : 
Love will immortal still abide. 
Eternally beatified." 



DEATH AND HELL. 




ROM sin, their sire, both hell and death, 
Coevally drew breath ; 
And when God-man imlocks the gate, 



Death marches with his mate. 

Lazarus, ere death his eye-lids closed. 
In angels' wings reposed : 
Hell-powers they at a distance kept. 
Till his sweet last he slept. 

The fool, who bigger bams devised. 
And riches idolized. 
To death, with hell at his bedside. 
By God abandoned, died. 

Death I woidd welcome to my bed. 
But his companion dread : 
May angels with my death keep pace, 
And powers infernal chase. 
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Death and hell both, with utmost spite. 
On Jesus spent their might ; 
He died to rescue me from hell. 
And He'll its powers repel. 



DEATH AND SLEEP COMPARED. 




LEEP, when sharp pains torment our sense. 
Creates sweet ease and indolence : 
Sleep's a vacation of our powers. 

And innocently wastes our hours : 

Sleep chains up our distorted wiU 

From guilt of voluntary iU. 

Rest undisturbed and indolence, 
Vacation and pure innocence. 
In death last longer, more aboimd. 
Than in a sleep when most profoimd ; 
K we compare our bed and grave. 
Death the advantage seems to have. 

Death, then, my soul, in memory keep, 
And rest assured it is a sleep. 
Sleep, when with long fatigue distrest. 
Gives to the weary grateful rest : 
Sleep, after man's laborious cares. 
By soft refreshment strength repairs. 
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Flesh, at the awM trumpet's soiindy 
When 'tis awakened imdergroundy 
Shall rise more glorious from the dead 
Than a tired labourer from his bed. 
Sleep for a while from sin restrains ; 
Death frees us from all future stains. 

Sleep often is a bed disturbed, 
When idle &ncy roves imcurbed, 
Chimeras forms, and monstrous schemes. 
Or raises foul or frightM dreams : 
Death in the grave has full repose, 
And no disturbance ever knows. 

Sleep soul and body silent lays 
In a cessation of God's praise : 
Death, which the flesh can only seize, 
To hymn great God the spirit frees : 
In sleep, the whole man seems to die ; 
In death, the spirit mounts on high. 

Sleep every night returns of course ; 
Death to no hour confines its force ; 
To inflame for heaven a watchM zeal, 
God chose death's moment to conceal : 
In sleep, by God we guarded are ; 
Death is much more God's tender care. 

Though when we weigh our bed and um. 
Death seems in worth the scale to turn. 
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Yet men, in life from bliss exiled, 
To death are rarely reconciled ; 
By slumbering spirits they possest, 
Their death, sin's sovereign cure, detest. 

God gives them ears, and they'll not hear. 
Eyes, and they'll see no duty clear, 
Intellect, and they banish thought — 
Their cure in hell will soon be wrought : 
They'll wake, hear, see, feel endless woe. 
And think, whether they will or no. 

To God I have my will resigned, — 
To God I elevate my mind ! 
May I, my God ! count death my gain. 
Delivering me from sin and pain ; 
And welcome death's proti:acted night. 
More gladly than the morning Hght. 



SILENCE IN THE GRAVE. 




HEN I the king of terrors viewed. 
Dear Jesus ! by thy cross subdued. 
He seemed to me a harmless thing. 
When void of sting. 
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Death was to me familiar gro-wn, 
He visits made me when alone, 
And serious thoughts still left behind, 

To store my mind. 

I often kissed the friendly dart 
Which he reserved to wound my heart. 
And longed till it my soul let out 

In rapt devout. 

Death and I thus a friendship held. 
Till from my thought I him expeUed : 
The cause of change from friend to foe. 

Death craved to know. 



I thought it happiness, said I, 
For all who loved their God, to die ; 
As nobler heights their heavenly King 

To love and sing. 

But when they in the grave repose. 
Their love's stark cold, their hymns they close — 
From death, which love and hymn shall end, 

Jesu defend ! 

Grave ! I abhor thee, — 'twould be hell 
One minute in thy walls to dwell ; — 
If I must hymn and love forego. 

What greater woe ? 
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Y0U9 said pale death, misapprehend 
The messf^e of your final Mend : 
My darts which are for flesh designed, 

Ne'er reach the mind. 

While flesh in a dead sUence lies, 
The soul, set free, to glory flies, 
Employed, with separate souls above. 

In hymn and love. 

Body, till by the grave refined. 
Weighs down to earth your heaven-bom mind, 
'Tis too impure for bHssful sight. 

In spotless light. 

The dust of every saint who dies 
Most precious is in Jesus' eyes ; 
And He their spirits shall dismiss 

To enter bliss. 



LIFE AND DEATH COMPARED. 




INCE human race pale death deny» 
And live in panic fear to die, 
I, mortal, thought it worth my while, 
Myself and death to reconcile, 
And, weighing life and death, intend 
To court death chiefly for my friend. 
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To saints who with hell-powers contend. 
Death gives their war yictorions end : 
On heavenward racers death bestows 
The prize whene'er the race they close : 
Saints in this vale of tears who bide, 
At death feel their wet eyelids dried. 

When strangers they at random roam. 
Death guides directly to their home : 
When foreigners for harbour cry. 
Death makes them denizens on high : 
To souls with labour hard distrest 
Death gives sweet sleep and grateful rest. 

• The saint a trial here endures. 
Death his reward above secures : 
In wants saints here run out their course. 
Death heavenly treasure takes by force : 
Saints by their privilege of death. 
End sin and trouble with their breath. 

In life souls grope in ghostly night. 
Death wafts them to the realm of light; 
With miseries life is loaded here. 
Death lands us in the blissful sphere : 
Souls in the world contract a taint. 
Death fully purifies the saint. 

Life of the fall the maim retains, 
Death happy Paradise regains : 
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Life ne'er is wholly free from sins, 
Impeccancy at death begins : 
In life, souls to revolt are prone, 
Death keeps them loyal to God's throne. 

In life the best of saints are frail, 
Flesh o'er the mind will oft prevail ; 
Their hearts, whene'er they hymn or pray. 
Will oft grow tired, their zeal decay : 
At death no cloud will intervene. 
Souls will be fixed, devout, serene. 

Life and its joys to age must bow. 

Death gives us an eternal now : 

By life we are to earth confined, 

Death wings for heaven the heaven-bom mind : 

K life and death we justly view. 

Death's the more noble of the two. 

The holy Paul who daily died. 
Who death had long and often tried. 
Languished to be dissolved, and gave 
The preference to the peacefrd grave. 
May I with joy my pangs sustain. 
Assured, like him, that death is gain ! 
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DEATH'S DARTS BEPELLED. 

WEPT and loved, and when my soul 
Perceived that it was whole, 
To tears and love, I hymning joined. 
All three my soul refined : 
And, when refined, I courage took, 
Death, fearless in the face to look. 

Death, when his sting he useless spied. 

With darts the want supplied : 

With darted thoughts he shot me through. 

My terrors to renew : — 

My shield was Faith, and Love and Hope 

My helmet, with the foe to cope. 

Death threatened soul and flesh to part, 
That was his leading dart : 
That worms shotdd be my body's lot. 
Which soon should stink and rot : 
That soul went where no mortal knew, 
Its separation there to rue. 

Faith told me, though flesh buried lies. 
Yet it shall glorious rise : 
Love martyrs shewed to Jesus dear. 
Now crowned, who cast out fear : 
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Hope on God's promise fixed its claim, 
Assured of bliss in Jesus' name. 



Then at my soul Death thoughts let fly. 

That when my flesh shall die. 

My soul may, in a land imkno-wn. 

Her exile sad bemoan ; 

Where rebels, who durst heaven out-brave, 

Insulting, heaven-bom souls enslave. 

Faith oft high Canaan had surveyed, 

By Jesus happy made : 

Love longed to live to Jesus near,^ 

In that celestial sphere ; 

Hope showed how souls in Jesus rest. 

Promised with him to be co-blessed. 

Next from Death's bow a thought took flight ; 
All which can death delight. 
Possessions, honour. Mends, and gold. 
Power, pleasure uncontrolled. 
Must for a winding-sheet be left. 
And you of all that's dear bereft. 

Faith showed me the good things above. 

Prepared for heavenly love : 

Love all that's dear, all Mends disclaimed. 

With God's sole love inflamed : 

Hope, which on heaven still fixed its eyes. 

Bade me all short-lived joys despise. 
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By this. Death's quiver empty grew. 

And, vanquished, he withdrew : 

But he'U replenish it again, 

And I'll the fight maintain, 

Faith and Love, helmet, Hope, my shield. 

Invincibly will gain the field. 



FRIENDSHIP WITH DEATH. 




HEN I on Death approaching think. 

My soul begins to shrink : 

My powers would^unthatthought postpone 
Till towards my dying groan : 
Belshazzar's tremblings on me seize. 
And I together smite my knees. 

Soul ! thou infallibly art sure 

That death I must endure ; 

Thou canst not the set time descry. 

But knoVst that it is nigh : 

Since then I shortly Death must see. 

Why shoidd we now such strangers be ? 

Blest Jesus deignaAo taste for all, 
Death's bitterness and gall ; 
And sweetens death to saints who tread 
The footsteps where He led : 
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As faith and hope in votaries fail, 
Death's terrors by degrees prevail. 

When Jesus gained his throne on high, 
Death itself seemed to die. 
His open grave showed how the saints 
Shall force all Death's restraints : 
And opened heaven assured their eyes 
Their bodies from the graves should riM. 

In the expanse Jehovah placed 

A pillar double-faced, 

Which through the sea the tribes should guide 

Safe to the adverse side ; 

Which should appear to Israel bright, 

And to Egyptians dismal night. 

Thus double-faced. Death always flies, 

Bace human to surprise : 

To the impious dreadful he appears. 

Darting outrageous fears ; 

To souls to Jesus reconciled 

His looks inviting are, and mild. 

The wicked at Death's look may quake, 
Saints friendship with him make ; 
May I, when he draws near my bed. 
Toward Jesus raise my head ; 
And joyfrdly embrace my friend. 
By whose kind dart I heaven ascend. 



140 J'OEMS FROM 



DYING TO THE WORLD. 




Y soul lives but a stranger here, 
My country is the heavenly sphere 
"While God here wills my stay, 

His grace my powers shall sway. 

Death when for me you are designed. 

But little work in me you'll find. 

My aU is God's possession grown, 

I nothing keep to call my own : 

K any self you see 

Kemaining still in me, 

O ! that should long ago have died. 

Had I the lurking iU descried. 

Perhaps you'll at my body aim — 
But that's devoted to God's name ; 
God there is pleased to build, 
A temple with God filled ; 
Dare you to ruin that design, 
Which temple is of Godhead trine. 

By God's permission yet you may 

Dissolve this house built up of clay — 

In ruins when it lies. 

It glorious shall arise, 

And rise to a much nobler height ; 

Than the first temple much more bright. 
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Should you my heaven-bom soul attempt — 

That from your terrors lives exempt ; 

You ne'er with all your skill. 

Could soids immortal kill : 

You need not me and world divide, 

I long ago the world denied. 

I have prevented all your force, 

Which from my friends might me divorce — 

To friends, though truly dear, 

My heart dares not adhere : 

No perfect friend but God I know. 

For God I all the rest forego. 

Should you invade me, armed with pain. 
And make me numerous deaths sustain. 
My will, to God resigned. 
Sweet ease in God will find ; 
God's love will all my pains endear, 
With joy my dksolution's near. 

Death ! when you shall approach my head, 

You'll nothing see but what is dead ; 

Yet do not me forsake, 

Care of my body take ; 

Lay me with gentle hand asleep — • 

God in the grave my dust will keep. 
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THE SINNER'S CORPSE. 




HOSE eyes, created for pure light, 
Took pleasure in tlie deeds of night. 
On aU forbidden objects strayed, 
For foul concupiscence purveyed. 
Innumerable swarms of sin. 
Through them came hourly flying in. 

Those ears, first formed to intromit 
The saving truths of Sacred Writ, 
To vanities still open stood, 
Shut close to the approach of good. 
Greedy base calumnies to glean. 
And what was impious or unclean. 

That tongue, to hymn great God designed. 

To God's dishonour most inclined ; 

A world of evil it contained, 

Was fired by hell, and, imrestrained, 

Had the whole course of nature fired 

By poisonous flames, which it transpired. 

That heart, which God for offering claimed, 

Which love divine should have inflamed, 

God wholly from its thought exiled. 

Was universally defiled ; 

Each lust it for its idol owned. 

And to its power Great God dethroned. 
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Oh ! justly did Grreat God decree 
That death of sin should wages be. 
•To sin, each limb, each sense you view, 
Was instrument or avenue ; 
Mercy with justice harmonized, 
Lest sin should be immortalized. 




DEATH'S INSTRUCTION. 

HE thoughts unclean, which saints distress, 
The thoughts of death suppress : 
Death shows the wretch who riches craves. 
What want there is in graves : 
Death shows the proud the earthy spot 
Where he must moulder, stink, and rot. 

Death, when his menaces we feel, 

Warms penitential zeal ; 

Death, when for souls he lays his snares. 

Invigorates their prayers : 

Death teaches, when he's armed with pain. 

By wiU resigned, sweet ease to gain. 

Death seizes sumers by surprise, 

To make the Hving wise : 

Death hangs stiU hovering o'er mankind. 

To make them heaven remind : 

All sins death moves us to decline. 

And teaches every grace divine. 
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FAITH TRIUMPHANT. 

on, my dear flesh, till the great day. 
Must to the worms become a prey ; 
As grain Hes buried in the grave, 



TiU it a resurrection have. 
Thus you'll to pristine clay return. 
Till God remand you from your urn ; 
Worms shall no more your limbs devour. 
In weakness sown, you'll rise in power, 
O'er death you'll then full conquest gain. 
And hymn the love of the Lamb slain. 
Were there no joys in that high sphere, 
Freedom from sin would death endear. 
Thou, Lord ! didst death endure for me. 
And from death's terrors set me free ; 
To the last spark of vital flame. 
My lips shaU gasp out Jesus' name ! 




ANODYNES, 



OB 



ALLEVIATIONS OF PAIN. 





ANODYNES. 



I. 




AIN keeps me waking in the night, 
I longing lie for morning Ught : 
Methinks the sluggish sun 
Forgets he this day's course must run. 

heavenly torch ! why this delay 
In giving us our wonted day? 

1 feel my watch, I tell the clock, 
I hear each crowing of the cock ; 
Even Egypt, when three days 

The heavens withheld the solar rays. 
And all in thickest darkness dwelt. 
Night more afflicting never felt. 

With joy and light the saints are blest. 

Thick night and pain the damned nu^est : 

My dolours to excite. 

Pain and darkness both unite ; 

Yet in my darkness and my pain 

Some gleams of joy and light remain. 
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God's £&yoiirs darkest clouds expel. 
By pains He frights my soul from lieD, 
Melts me to humble tears, 
And his soft love each pang endears : 
"While gracious God I strive to please, 
I cannot want or light or ease. 

Sun ! mend not then for me your pace. 

But at your will defer your race ; 

I am refreshed by light, 

Than you ten thousand times more bright : 

I, when toward chaos you decline. 

Shall have both light and joy divine. 



II. 




HEN pangs my spirit restless keep. 
And hinder or disturb my sleep. 
To various anodynes I fly, 

And for my cure apply ; 

I see the help of medicine vain, 

It cannot reach the seat of pain. 

A book I oft my refuge make, 

And hope from that some ease to take, 

But, soon as I begin to read, 

I scarce one line can heed ; 

My pointed pains their force exert. 

And my attention soon divert. 
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On meditation then I fix, 

But while with that my anguors mix, 

My thought will not be long confined, 

They dissipate my mind. 

And while I feel these fiery darts 

I cannot pray, unless by starts. 

When I had other methods used. 

On David's anodyne I mused ; 

He, sore distressed with grief and pains. 

Composed celestial strains : 

I straight resolved that course to try, 

To see if that would ease apply. 

Sweet Poetry ! — ^you, in distress. 
Devout affections best express : 
You heavenly things in picture paint. 
To recreate a saint : 
In you delight and duty join. 
Hymn is the style of love divine. 

On God I fix my ghostly sight, 
I draw his love in every light ; 
And when my pains begin to rage, 
I them with hymns assuage : 
God in afflictions love displays, 
And I, afflicted, sing his praise. 
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III. 




HE man who constant ease enjoys, 
To please himself his age employs 
To sensuality he sinks : 



Of God, death, judgment, rarely thinks. 

Spirits of slumber him o'erpower. 
Allow him no considerate hour. 
To sin they his propensions sway. 
And on his intellectuals prey. 

Sick though he i^, he cries he's well. 
Deluded by the wiles of hell : 
To heaven he no petition sends. 
His life he in delirium spends. 

Heart-sick of worldly lusts he grows. 
Nor his disease nor medicine knows— 
God is the centre of the mind ; 
Men out of God no rest can find. 

The only ease which worldlings know. 
They to their obduration owe — 
Lusts me from God and joy divorce. 
Pains guide to God, of joy the source. 

Let sensual souls then covet ease, 
Pain rather shall my spirit please : 
Ease their eternal pain will be, 
And pain eternal ease to me. 
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IV. 




S in the night I restless lie, 
I the watch-candle keep in eye ; 
The innocent I often blame, 
For the slow wasting of its flame. 
Sweet ease ! — whither are you fled — 
With one short slumber ease my head. 

My curtain oft I draw away, 
Eager to see the morning ray ; 
But when the morning gilds the skies, 
The morning no relief supplies. 
To me, alas ! the morning Ught 
Is as afflictive as the night. 

My vigorous cries to God ascend. 
Oh ! — ^will not God my cries attend ? 
Can God paternal love forbear- 
Can God reject a filial prayer ? 
Is there in heaven for me no cure — 
Why do I then such pains endure ? 

My flesh in torture oft repines 
At what God for my good designs ; 
My spirit the repiner chides. 
Submissive to God's will abides : 
God my disease and temper weighs. 
No pang superfluous on me lays. 
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Why should I then my pains decline — 
Inflicted by pure love divine ? 
Let them run out their destined course, 
And spend upon me all their force : 
Short pains can never grievous be, 
Which work a blest eternity. 




V. 



SUCCOUIIS miserable, vain. 
Which souls obdurate have in pain ; 
They sharpen woes which they deplore— 



Enrage and eternize the sore. 

On trial of God's truth fulfilled, 
My faith on God I firmly build ; 
I know his word to be more sure, 
Than are the pains I now endure. 

My feith is on God's word reclined. 
His power, truth, wisdom, unconfined 
In pain I on these anchors lean. 
And keep in storms a soul serene. 
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VI. 



. . INTO my heart I pry, 

My sins to search, arraign, and try, 
But their confusion me obstructs ; 
I there meet labyrinthal ducts, 
Turnings and windings, dark retreats. 
Where sin disguises or conceals its cheats. 

'Tis there all wicked thoughts arise. 
There the old serpent lurking lies, 
There passions 'gainst Great God rebel. 
There cursed leagues are made with heU, 
There reign the world and lusts impure. 
There sinners their baptismal vow abjure. 

Self-love and diaboHc pride. 
And obduration, there abide ; 
Concupiscence the sceptre sways, 
God's laws at pleasure disobeys ; 
There God is impiously dethroned. 
And darling sin the sovereign idol owned. 

I sooner could of shifting wind. 

The rise, recess, and wheelings find. 

Than of my heart detect the wiles. 

By which it daily me beguiles : 

Its strange reserves black guilt to hide. 

Lest by repentance it should be descried. 
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Thou, Lord ! sole searcher of my heart, 
Seest all my thoughts before they start. 
Sins, which my observation fly, 
Escape not thine all-seeing eye. 
O guide my intellectual views. 
To trace the traitor in all avenues. 

Soon as the traitor disappears. 

And I shall cleanse my heart with tears, 

Lord ! re-devote it to thy will — 

Lord ! into it thy love instil. 

Love, templing in my heart again. 

Will quell, allay, adulce, or hallow pain. 



VII. 




HAD I wings of a swift dove. 
That hovering in expanse above, 
I might some place descry. 

Instantly thither fly, 

Where I abiding in sweet rest. 

No pain, no sorrow, might my soul infest. 



But when my eye the earth surveys, 
Sin there the imperial sceptre sways. 
O'er all the earth around. 
Impieties abound : 
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No region where sin reigns can be 

From its attendants, pain and sorrow, free. 

I then would higher soar, and east 

My eyes o'er the etherial vast : 

One place is in my thought — 

O ! were I thither brought. 

Though my frail flesh I stiU retained, 

I should love God, sing hymns, and not be pained. 

It is the sphere of endless day, 

Where Enoch and Elias stay, 

Where they can sin no more. 

Where they Great God adore : 

There at their sacred feet I'U kneel, 

And kindle from their hymns celestial zeal. 

But O, I fear my feeble flight. 
Would never gain that rapturous height : 
No one the region knows. 
Where that blessed pair repose. 



Down then 1*11 to the earth return, 

Till God conmiands me to my urn : 

I*U strive my God to please. 

Choose what my God decrees : 

I'U at God's will exposed remain, 

To sorrow, to temptation, care, and pain. 
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I'll never envy that blest pair, 

Saintfi here on earth, like bliss may share : 

Saints free from wilful sin, 

Feel the like joys within ; 

And, while they copy the Lamb slain, 

God sweetens all their sorrow and their pain. 



VIII. 




INCE *tis God's will, pain, take your 

course, 
Exert on me your utmost force — 
I well God's truth and promise know. 
He never sends a woe. 
But his supports divine. 
In due proportion with the affiction join. 

Though I am frailest of mankind. 

And apt to waver as the wind — 

Though me no feeble bruised reed 

In weakness can exceed — 

My sold on God relies. 

And I your fierce, redoubled shocks despise. 

Patient, resigned, and humble wills, 

Impregnably resist all ills. 

My God will guide me by his light, 

Give me victorious might : 

No pang can me invade, 

Beneath his wings' propitious shade. 
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N pity my most tender God 
Now takes from me his rod ; 
And the transporting ease I feel, 
Enkindles in me ardent zeal. 
That love, joy, praise, may all combine. 
To sing infinity of lore divine. 

My love, joy, praise, all powers within, 
Your heavenly task begin : 
My love shall ever keep on wing. 
Incessantly shall heaven-waid spring ; 
Love, the beloved atill keeps in mind. 
Loves all day long, and will not be confined. 




MISCELLANEOUS. 



EMPTINESS OF THE WORLD. 




EALTH, honour, pleasures, cannot quench 

my thirst, 
They common portions are of souls accurst; 
They vain, yexations, short, imcertain, are. 
They no proportion to my spirit bear ; 
The pious them as trials only use. 
Still dreading the contagion they incise. 
When souls toward God make humble yigorous 

springs, 
They cloy, like birdHme, their aspiring wings : 
They perfect not, they only souls enslave, 
Embitter sickness, leave us at the grave. 



Some, who gross sensuaKty despise, 

To pleasures more refined exalt their eyes ; 

Their minds to knowledge take more noble flights. 

They tire themselves in theoretic heights ; 

And, tired, return in intellectual woe. 

That, searching all, they nothing truly know. 
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BEDEMPTION. 




OD-MAN ! who on the dolorous tree 
Didst sacrifice Thyself lor me — 
For me — O wonder ! what am I, 
That great Gk)d-man for me should die ! 
I, who 'gainst love immense rebel, 
A slave to sin, and claimed by hell. 

But Thou hast my deliverance wrought, 
Thou hast me out of slavery bought. 
Thou boimdless vengeance hast allayed. 
By price inestimable paid : 
I am by purchase wholly thine. 
And justly can style nothing mine. 

Ah, woe is me ! I oft am prone 
To rob Thee hourly of thine own ; 
Thou canst no sacrilege endure. 
My heart, O help me to secure. 
Centred in Jesus I should live. 
Myself entirely to Him give. 

Himself He to redeem me gave. 
Which makes me his devoted slave — 
His slave ! no, in pity He 
From ghostly bondage set me free. 
By his own blood He me redeemed. 
That I should be his friend esteemed. 
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THE SAINTS' PRIVILEGES. 

I Y God ! to me Thou dost impart. 
In being mine, all that Thou art ; 
TTiy attributes are mine. 

All sweetly to my bHss incline : 

Beyond God to aspire, 

Transcends the sphere of all desire. 

To my Most Holy I address. 
His image on me to impress ; 
My All- wise is my guide ; 
In my Almighty I confide ; 
Whene'er to heaven I cry. 
My Omnipresent stiU is nigh. 

On my Immutable I stay. 

To fix my spirit apt to stray ! 

And, to relieve my need. 

My Most Mimificent will speed : 

My Gracious will forgive. 

My Source of Life will make me live. 

My Most Benign my glory wills ; 

My Infinite my spirit fiUs : 

Eternal joys on high 

My Everlasting will supply : 

To answer every prayer, 

My All-sufficient will take care. 
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My Grod ! in that relation dear, 

I nothing can or want, or fear ; 

But, while I live below, 

Some strangeness may between us grow ; 

I may from Thee decline. 

And move Thee not to call me thine. 

Though weakness, Lord ! may dull the fire. 

It ne'er shall totally expire ; 

With penitential dew. 

The dear relation I'U renew. 

And long to fly to rest. 

For ever of my God possest. 




ERROR. 

N what a labyrinthal maze 
Does youth mispend its days — 
Both vice and error me waylay, 

I &11, or else I stray ; 

This my immortal mind beguiles. 

And that my will defiles. 

Concupiscence a thousand ways 
My soul to vice betrays. 
Lusts and delusions, in disguise, 
Here fascinate our eyes : 
My soul oft to and fro is tost. 
In danger to be lost. 
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might a pillar in the sphere, 
Of fire and cloud appear ! 

Such as God's Israel kept in sight, 
To lead them day and night — 
That in this darkened world I may 
Toward bliss discern my way. 

Show, Lord ! the plain, safe, narrow road. 

Which leads to thy abode ; 

Should sin or error draw me back, 

StiU keep me in the track : 

My spirit. Lord ! with light divine 

Lradiate and refine. 

1 things then in just light shall view. 
On all pass judgment true ; 

All vanities which flatter lust. 
My spirit will disgust. 
And my illuminated eyes, 
Will all but heaven despise. 



SAINTS AND SINNERS. 




HE sons of light and darkness intersperse. 
And with strange mixture fill the universe. 
They keep a lamp still shining in their breast ; 

By these, even native light is quite supprest. 

Their lamps bum bright, and are with oil supplied; 

These have their lamps extinguished and oil dried. 
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With those the hosts of heavenly watchers dwell ; 
With these, spirits of slumber sent from heU. 
They weep, hymn, watch, read, meditate, and pray ; 
In vanity and sin these waste the day. 
They often feast on the immortal bread ; 
These are with ghostly opiates only fed. 
Tears from the eyes of those for slumberers glide ; 
These, stupid, all who mourn for them deride. 
They all improve the talents in their trust; 
These, idle, hide them from, their view in dust 
They sleep in death, to endless joys assumed; 
These wake in death, to endless misery doomed. 
The ghostly watcher from the slumbering drone. 
As light from darkness, is as clearly known ; 
With their loins girt, and weapons in their hand. 
In God's whole armour clad, the watchers stand. 
This world to them, is not their home, but inn ; 
They fight their way through ambuscades of sin ; 
They, strangers here, are denizens on high. 
Still keep their heavenly coimtry in their eye. 
As Jews were of the paschal lamb to taste. 
With staff in hand, shod, girded, and in haste, 
On this side heaven thus pilgrims never rest. 
Till, past this life, they are completely blest. 
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THE LIVING TEMPLE. 




T God! Thoa all-siifficieiit 

The more Thou dost Thyself inqiart, 
I The higher stOl my love will rise. 



Thy gift diall be my sacrifice ; 

Lord ! all the powers of love enlarge. 

Its fonction better to discharge. 

Love ! take the sceptre of my soul. 
All springs of passion to control ; 
May no desire, hope, joy, grief^ fear. 
Without love's order there appear — 
Love, which has heaven within its breast. 
When God there condescends to rest. 

God in his lovers' hearts appears. 

There He his throne and temple rears — 

Since, Lord ! within this mortal shell 

Thy Deity vouchsafes to dwell. 

Let no remains of ill profane 

The temple where Thou dost remain. 

But when thy temple walls of clay. 

Shall moulder by degrees away, 

Of all its dissipated dust, 

Thou wilt be an accoimtant just — 

Though death these mortal walls de&ce. 

Thou wilt not lose thy dwelling-place. 
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CHASTITY. 

WBETCHED man whom sin in thraldom 
leads, 

And on his heayenly vitals feeds ; 
Our food, clothes, pleasures, sleep, our souls enaoare, 
Our senses sin*s purveyors are, 
No blessing God bestows but lust pollutes. 
Distorting us from men to brutes. 

Tis easier lust to conquer than content ; 

To quench the fire than to foment ; 

The more lusts pampered are, the more they crave. 

Insatiable as the grave : 

*Tis virtue's exercise to keep them botmd, 

Lest they eternally confound. 

The chaste have modest looks, a bashful mien. 
And keep the heart, God's temple, clean; 
They fear God, fly pollution, guard each sense. 
And for themselves have reverence ; 
By watching, prayer, fasts, alms, lust's fury quell. 
And all its re-assaults repel. 
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THE QUALITIES OF LOVE. 




NO WLEDGE, inspired by love, enlightens 

hearts, 
Wisdom is foUy when from love it parts ; 
Love always is to the beloved attent, 
Faith gives to the beloved entire assent ; 
Hope is love, and love's truth with pleasure eyes, 
And trust is love, which on love's power relies. 
Love for God's honour a warm zeal excites. 
And courage which no terror e'er afi&ights. 
Fear terrifies, unless by love allayed. 
Obedience best by ductile love is paid. 
Love sweetens patience crosses to endure. 
Love, perseverance didy can secure, 
Love, resignation absolute instils, 
Makes lovers sacrifice to God their wills ; 
Love, lowly thoughts creates, with highest aims, 
Hunulity which heavenly glory claims ; 
Love best attemperates both food and sleep. 
Immortal souls disposed for God to keep ; 
Love, best to chastity can souls inure, 
To keep the temples of God's Spirit pure : 
Love is alacrious diligence to please. 
Serene contentedness is love at ease. 
All charity from love her rise must take, 
Love the redeemed for the Redeemer's sake : 
Love is soft meekness anger to assuage ; 
Love is sweet peace all tempers to engage ; 
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Love to beneficence the lover moves ; 
Love tenderly a soul beloved reproves ; 
Love a true gratitude is wont to raise, 
And love, with love reciprocal, repays : 
Love, universal justice keeps in view, 
And, loving all, gives all she loves their due. 



THE HEART DEDICATED. 




WHAT abominations I descried. 
When first into my heart-retreats I pried ; 
Fold passions long have in it reigned, 
And all its sacredness profaned : 
But now 'tis by repentance cleared. 
From all the idols in it reared — 
O ! search with care the labyrinth aroimd. 
Let no one idol lurk on hallowed groimd. 

Since, Lord ! my powers are by thy love refined, 
I ofier to the God of love my mind ; 
Thy word with reverence to peruse. 
And with devotion on it muse ; 
My faith which shall to Thee assent. 
With truth revealed shall rest content ; 
My reason, which shall to my &ith submit. 
And curiosity presumptuous quit. 

My memory, truths saving to retain, 
Emptied of things polluting or profiEme ; 
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My conscience, tender and sincere, 

Which hy thy law its course shall steer ; 

My fancy, purified, restrained. 

From false ideas it has gained ; 

My sovereign aim thy glory to intend. 

And lesser aims concentre in that end. 

My very thought shall all defilement fly. 
And keep the awe of thy all-seeing eye ; 
My will which shall to Thee propend. 
My passions on my will to attend ; 
Thee, Lord, I choose, to Thee adhere. 
No rival lust shall interfere : 
Thy loves, thy enmities, shall all be mine. 
My joys and my desires in Thee shall join. 

My zeal, my powers executive shall sway. 

Thy law with utmost vigour to obey ; 

My jealousy shall guard each sense, 

Against all ill secure the fence. 

Admit no filth in eye or ear, 

Keep avenues for duty clear ; 

My tongue, my most unruly power, 1*11 tame. 

Of Thee it shall discourse, and hynm thy Name. 

Though nature, weak, shall of perfection £Edl, 

No wilM sin shall over me prevail ; 

Involuntary slips Til mend. 

And toward perfection daily tend : 

Self-love I utterly abjure, 

And all complacencies impure ; 



BISHOP KEN. 169 

To Thee I of myself an offering make. 
And martyrdom will suffer for thy sake. 

Of Solomon's warm dedication-prayer, 
Great God was pleased acceptance to declare ; 
Down on the temple, in full streams, 
Descended majestatic beams. 
Dazzling the priests and mortal sight. 
Too weak to bear the glorious light. 
And fire celestial on the altar came. 
Which should each future sacrifice inflame. 

Thus when my heart devoted was by love, 
Down to his temple came the gracious Dove, 
Love's glories then my spirit filled. 
New heights of love, joy, hymn instilled ; 
Love on the holocaust shed fire. 
Whose ardors never should expire ; 
Love, till it shall to full firuition rise. 
Lives here in ever-fuming sacrifice. 



GOD IN CHRIST. 




|ESUS could man, best in man's nature 
teach, 
By conversation and familiar speech : 
Of human virtues true ideas give. 
By visible example teach to live. 
As God, He mighty is to save from woes, 
And man's false heart, by his omniscience knows; 
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Ab Grod, He caa the ghostly sceptre sway. 
And human spirits awe who disobey ; 
As man, He could yicarious death sustain. 
The nature sinning ought to suffer pain. 
Man our infirmities and passions feels : 
God only our disease inveterate heals. 

Thou, heavenly King ! thy rigor mayest abate. 
Relax thy law, though not annihilate ; 
Thy justice. Lord ! moves Thee to punish ill. 
Thy truth, thy threatened terrors to fulfil ; 
Thy wisdom moves to vindicate thy law. 
And stubborn violators overawe ; 
Thy sovereignty, thy royal throne to fence : 
Thy mercy is to pity all propense ; 
Thy holiness abhors a soul impure ; 
Thy jealous love no rival can endure. 
Fallen angels. Lord! thy Godhead had reviled. 
If, unatoned, to sinners reconciled. 
Thy attributes are all co-harmonized. 
In filial God incarnate, sacrificed. 
Sin there is punished, justice to appease ; 
Thy truth, the threatened death inflicted sees ; 
Wisdom the honour of thy law regains. 
Thy sovereignty, thine awfdl throne nudntains. 
In that pure victim holiness is dear, 
Mercy and love most glorified appear. 
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THE CHRISTIAN WARRIOR. 




TAND but your groimd, your ghostly foes 

wiUfly, 
Hell trembles at a heaven-erected eye. 
Choose rather to defend than to assail ; 
Self-confidence will in the conflict fail. 
When you are challenged you may dangers meet, 
True courage is a fixed, not sudden heat, 
is always humble, lives in self-distrust. 
And will itself into no dangers thrust, 
As difficulty swells it higher grows. 
Ennobled by the greatness of its foes : 
Has lively prospect of its heavenly crown. 
And makes God's glory only its renown ; 
Contemns the world, has more exalted aim. 
With a well-guided zeal is all on flame. 
With patience can a lasting conflict bear. 
Derives true magnanimity from prayer, 
Fights with a spirit present and sedate. 
No terrors can its constancy abate ; 
Is meekly bold, with sweet behaviour brave. 
Scorns to vile lust its spirit to enslave ; 
The martyred host with veneration eyes, 
And to their palms ambitious is to rise : 
Keeps Jesus in its intellectual sight, 
He best can teach us conduct in our fight. 
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Devote yourself to God and you will find 
God fights the battles of a will resigned. 
An earthly coward is an odious name, 
A ghostly coward an eternal shame, — 
Love Jesus ! love will no base fear endure. 
Love Jesus ! and of conquest rest secure. 



DEVOTEDNESS. 




Y heart I, Lord ! devote to Thee entire. 
The victim light with thine own heavenly 
fire; 



Preserve, employ, and form it as thine own, 
O change my frozen to a torrid zone. 
Knowledge divine into my mind instil. 
Be Thou the constant magnet of my will ; 
Do Thou my senses guide, control, restrain : 
O may thy love o'er all my passions reign, 
All I design, endeavour, hope, desire. 
All that I am, or have, or shall acquire. 
Without reserve I to thy will resign, 
Jesus ! I am no more mine own, but thine. 
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RECOGNITION IN HEAVEN. 




HITS saints on earth, when sweetly they 

converse, 
And the dear favours of kind heaven 

rehecurse. 
Each feels the others joys, both doubly share 
The blessings which devoutly they compare. 
If saints such mutual joys feel here below, 
When they each other's heavenly foretastes know. 
What joys transport them at each other's sight. 
When they shall meet in empyreal height ! 
Friends, even in heaven, one happiness would miss. 
Should they not know each other when in bHss. 




THE CHRISTIAN KING. 

APPY the prince who his great maker 

knows. 
Whose thoughts for his idea God propose ; 
Is strictly to his word and promise true. 
Will righteous ends with steadiness pursue ; 
Is of a spirit free and unconfined. 
Beneficent and loving to mankind ; 
With comprehensive judgment things surveys. 
And with unbiassed justice causes weighs. 
The poor will with imvaried patience hear. 
Knows when to be indulgent, when severe. 
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Who no incorrigibly vicious spares, 
Eewaxds the yirtuous, and the wicked scares. 
Complacence takes in doing good to all, 
Wont mercy his chief favorite grace to call ; 
To the distressed a soft compassion shows. 
Strives all things in sweet order to dispose. 
Whose will upright is to himself a law : 
Who out of evils can advantage draw : 
Whose purity no wilful stain can bear : 
Who of his realm takes providential care : 
Who power paternal, not despotic, claims. 
In all things at Gbd's glory chiefly aims. 
Such is the prince whose heaven-aspiring wings 
Rise to the likeness of the King of kings — 
The nearer he ascends that glorious height. 
The more he grows God's &,vorite and delight. 



THE WORD. 




HE Word, efiPiilgence of coeval light. 
Adequate Image of God's glorious might : 

The Word, who with God coetemal 

reigned — 
He was true God, yet with true God remained — 
The Word, of ghostly life is boundless source. 
Our weakness draws from Him sin-conquerii^ force. 
The Word is light, and lightens all mankind, 
Darting his splendor on each clouded mind. 
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The Word assumed our flesh, among us dwelt, 
The saints His glory saw and goodness felt : 
He like God's only Son all-glorious shined, 
Unboimded grace and truth in Him combined : 
We from his fulness, grace for grace derive. 
And his perfection to resemble strive. 
No mortal ever yet God's glory saw, 
From the Eternal Word we knowledge draw : 
Of sin and error He dispelled the night. 
And made broad day of evangelic light. 




POETRY. 

F all the gifts, which heaven designed 
To hallow and adorn the mind. 
Sweet Poetry has suffered most 
By bards from the infernal coast. 
Who in her beauteous visage spit 
The putrefaction of their wit. 

Great God, the altar to supply. 
Bright fire commanded from on high ; 
The heavenly fire Jehovah sent. 
Was only on his altar spent. 
And all poetic, heaven-bom flame. 
Should be devoted to his name. 

The gift of God, by God infiised, 
Should be for God, the donor, used ; 



176 POEMS FROM BISHOP KEN. 

God is of love and joy the source^ 
His gifts should have a godlike force. 
And gifted poets should excite 
Pure heavenly love and pure delight. 

When bards against great God conspire. 
And kindle fervour at strange fire, 
When they are warmed by pagan heat. 
Their borrowed phrases they repeat. 
Mean and inglorioujs aims pursue, 
And find the pagans them outdo. 

Would they to God devote their wit. 
And borrow lights from Sacred Writ, 
Their &ncies nobler tracks would find. 
With brighter thoughts enrich the mind- 
They then would take supernal flights. 
Verse would retrieve its native heights. 

Prophets and poets were of old. 
Made of the same celestial mould : 
O that the prophets now would strive 
That hallowed union to revive ; 
They'd sacred poetry assert. 
And the degenerate bards convert. 





MORNING HYMN. 



^^plWAKE, my soul ! and with the sun 
MB|f Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Iww Shake off dull sloth, and joyfiil rise. 
To pay tliy morning Bacrifice. 

Thy preoious time mispent, redeem ; 
Each present day thy last esteem ; 
Improve thy talent with due care. 
For the great day thyeelf prepare. 

In conversation be sincere, 
Keep conscience as the noontide clear ; 
Think how all-seeing God thy ways. 
And all thy secret thoughts, surreyB, 

By influence of tlie light divine. 
Let thy own light to others shine ; 
Reflect all heaven's propitious rays, 
In ardent love and cheerful praise. 
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Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart. 
And with the angels bear thy part. 
Who all night long imwearied sing. 
High praise to the eternal King — 

I wake, I wake ! — ^ye heavenly choir. 
May your devotion me inspire ; 
That I, like you, my age may spend* 
Like you, may on my God attend. 

May I, like you, in God deHght, 
Have all day long my God in sight. 
Perform, like you, my Maker's will — 
O, may I never more do ill. 

Had I your wings, to heaven I'd fly ; 
But God shall that defect supply ; 
And my soul, winged with warm desire, 
Shall all day long to heaven aspire. 

All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept. 
And hast refreshed me whilst I slept. 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless light partake. 

I would not wake, nor rise again. 
Even heaven itself I would disdain, 
Wert not Thou there to be enjoyed. 
And I in hynms to be employed. 
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Heaven is, dear Lord» where'er Thou art ; 
O, never then from me depart ; 
For to my soul, 'tis hell to be, 
But for one moment void of Thee. 

I^ord, I my vows to Thee renew. 
Disperse my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and wiU, 
And with thyself my spirit fiU. 

Direct, control, suggest, this day» 

All I design, or do, or say ; 

That all my powers, with all their might, 

In thy sole glory may imite. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow» 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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EVENING HYMN. 

LL praise to Thee, my Ood, this night. 
For all the blessings of the light ! 
Keep me, keep me, King of kings, 



Beneath thy own Almighty wings. 

Forgive me. Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
To die, that this vile body may 
Else glorious at the awful day. 

! may my soul on Thee repose. 

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close — 
Sleep, that may me more vigorous make, 
To serve my God when I awake. 

When in the night I sleepless lie. 
My soul with heavenly thoughts supply : 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest. 
No powers of darkness me molest. 

DuU sleep !— K)f sense me to deprive ; 

1 am but half my time alive. 

Thy faithful lovers. Lord, are grieved, 
To lie so long of Thee bereaved. 
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But though sleep o'er my frailty reigns, 
Let it not hold me long in chains ; 
And now and then let loose my heart, 
Till it an Hallelujah dart. 

The faster sleep the senses binds, 
The more imfettered are our minds. 
O may my soul, from matter free. 
Thy loveliness imclouded see. 

O when shall I, in endless day, 
For ever chase dark sleep away ; 
And hymns with the supernal choir, 
Incessant sing, and never tire ! 

O may my Guardian, while I sleep. 
Close to my bed his vigils keep. 
His love angeHcal instil. 
Stop all the avenues of ill. 

May he celestial joy rehearse. 
And thought to thought with me converse ; 
Or in my stead, all the night long. 
Sing to my Gk>d a gratefrd song. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow. 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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MIDNIGHT HYMN. 




Y God, now I £rom sleep awake, 
The sole possession of me take ; 
From midnight terrors me secure. 
And guard my heart from thoughts impure. 

Blessed angels ! while we silent lie. 
You Hallelujahs sing on high ; 
You joyM hymn the ever blest, 
Before the throne, and never rest. 

I with your choir celestial join. 
In offering up a hymn divine ; 
With you in heaven I hope to dwell, 
And bid the night and world £etrewell. 

My soul, when I shake off this dust, 
Lord! in thy arms I wiU intrust. 
O, make me thy peculiar care ; 
Some mansion for my soul prepare. 

Give me a place at thy saints' feet. 
Or some fallen angel's vacant seat : 
I'll strive to sing as loud as they 
Who sit above in brighter day. 
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O may I always ready stand, 
With my lamp burning in my hand ; 
May I in sight of heaven rejoice, 
Whene'er I hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

All praise to Thee, in light arrayed. 
Who light thy dwelling-place hast made, 
A boimdless ocean of bright beams 
From thy all-glorioiis Godhead streams. 

The sun in its meridian height. 

Is very darkness in thy sight: 

My soul, O lighten and inflame, 

With thought and love of thy great name. 

Blest Jesu ! Thou, on heaven intent. 
Whole nights hast in devotion spent ; 
But I, frail creature, soon am tired, 
And all my zeal is soon expired. 

My soul ! — ^how canst thou weary grow 
Of antedating bliss below. 
In sacred hymns and heavenly love. 
Which will eternal be above. 

Shine on me, Lord ! new life impart, 
Fresh ardors kindle in my heart ; 
One ray of thy all-quickening light. 
Dispels the sloth and clouds of night. 
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Lord ! leet the tempter me surprise. 
Watch over thine ovn sacrifice ; 
All loose, all idle thoughts cast ont, 
And make my Tcry dreams devout 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow. 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ohost. 
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